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Lars ran for his life. 


It was long after the ordered curfew. It nearly was pitch dark because during the war there had to be a 


blackout at night to hinder the fighter bombers of the allied forces in flying their nightly attacks. 


But several stars were to be seen on the sky, not to mention the flickering red and orange lights on the 
horizon, caused by still burning buildings and houses which had been hit by bombs the whole day long and 
during the last night. 


Unfortunately, it had rained just some hours ago, and that had got the cobblestones of the streets and alleys 
very slippery. The rain hadn't been enough to extinguish the hot flames of the burning houses but it had been 
enough to let Lars lose his footing over and over again, and he fell to the ground every now and then. His 
hands already bled, also his knees after his pants got ripped open. 


The sound of his running feet echoed through the streets, and his breathe got labored more and more. Lars 


wasn't a born runner, and hunger and exhaustion slowed him down in addition. 
He didn't stop running to try to hear if the rot of six SS-men still were chasing him. 


They had caught him while he hid himself inside the ruin of a destroyed house, and as they had wanted to see 
his identification papers he had turned and tried to flee. He hoped that his knowledge about every street and 
every small alley of the old and medieval center of the city of Nuremberg would have been helpful to him to 


escape. 
But he hadn't thought about the ruins. 


As he ran up around the corner of a still intact building into a well-known small alley he got stopped dead all of 
a sudden because the far end of the alley was blocked by a wall of sandstones which had fallen down as 

bombs had hit several houses some nights ago. He gave a muffled cry of pain as he fell down his knees, palms 
and elbows the umpteenth time, scraping them badly. 


But he immediately tried to climb up the hill of large and shattered sandstones. The stones were wet from the 
rain, and Lars slipped down over and over again. He whimpered and panted in pain and complete exhaustion but, 
nevertheless, he tried to get a hold onto the rough stones with his bleeding fingers. 


Then, the sudden metallic sound of the tensioner of a pistol got him freeze in place all of a sudden 


"You are going nowhere, fucker," a calm voice behind him said. "Hands up, and then turn around." 


The SS-man wasn't out of breath in the slightest way. 


He was tall, much taller than Lars. his face was without any emotion but his eyes - blue or grey as it looked 
like in the dim light of the stars - coldly glanced at Lars. Because he must have lost the cap of his black 


uniform by chasing Lars his military short cut hair was to be seen. It was blond. 
Exactly of the golden blond Lars liked so much. 


But that didn't matter in this moment because the barrel of a pistol pointed at Lars' head, and the hand what 
held the pistol was as calm as the man's voice. The hand's forefinger lightly touched the trigger but Lars was 
sure that the trigger would got pulled in no time to finish him up if he tried to flee. 


He shut his eyes to stop his tears from running down his dirty cheeks, waiting for the bullet what doubtlessly 
would hit him. In a flashing thought he hoped that the man was a good shooter, so his bullet would kill him on 
the spot. 


"| would like to see your ID as | have asked you before you try to make another useless attempt to run away 


from my men and me," the SS-man said. "And | would like to see it NOW!" 
Lars started to tremble because he knew he had lost. 


He opened his eyes, and with shaking fingers he tried to get out his ID of the inside pocket of his coat. He 


wasn't able to get a hold on it and trembled even more. 


"No wrong move," the SS-man coldly said. "I don't want to waste a bullet on your ass .. So, COME ON!" 
"Yes .. just a .. just a moment," Lars stuttered. 


He finally managed to get out his ID, and with a trembling hand he held it out. The SS-man ripped it out of 


Lars’ fingers. 

"Hands up!" he ordered, and Lars hurried up to do what he had been ordered 

The SS-man unfolded the crumbled piece of paper with his left hand, still looking at Lars. Then, he got the ID 
paper right up in front of his face to be able to read in the dim light. His hand with the pistol didn't moveHe 
studied the text of the ID, and there was a small and brief smile on his lips then he dropped the corners of 
his mouth, again. 

"Herr Lars Ulrich," he said. "Is that right?" 

Lars hastily nodded. He wasn't able to say a word. 

"Fine. So, lets go on .. You are Jew, is that correct, too?" 

Lars nodded. "Yes .. yes .. But my grandparents - the parents of my mother - have been Aryans, | swear." 


The SS-man gave a sneer. 


"I'm not interested in your grandparents," he coldly told Lars. "I just see that you doesn't wear your David's 


star .. Bad for you. Very bad." 


Lars gave a whimper. The SS-man was right. Against the orders Lars had ripped the yellow David's star off 
his coat because he didn't want to get identified as a Jew. 


"It. it .. it got lost," he stuttered. 
The SS-man briefly smiled, again 


"It got lost? How funny. Do you want to shit me?" 


"No ... no ... please ... | swear..." 


"You are pretty generous with your swearing," the SS-man casually mentioned. "But | don't believe a fucking 


word. You are lying. And | don't like getting lied at” 


Lars opened his mouth to beg for mercy but the sound of running feet was to be heard, and it quickly got 


louder. 


At first the two other SS-men didn't notice their leader and the prisoner but he held up his pistol and fired 


into the air. Lars shrieked and cried out in fear. 
Now, the two SS-men came back and hurried along the alley. They were out of breath. 


Im pleased to see that you finally have made it, Herr von Hammett and Herr Neustedt," the tall blond man 
coldly and sarcastically told them as they had reached him and Lars. 


"Sorry .. we are sorry, Rottenfuehrer Hetfeld," the taller one of the both men hastily and breathlessly said. 


"But we've taken the wrong direction ..” 

"As usual." 

The Rottenfuehrer named Hetfeld sneered 

"So, as you can see we have a prisoner. A Jew without his David's star - and after curfew, as it looks , trying 
to run away after we have found him ... The Fuehrer wouldn't be pleased that a Jew doesn't follow his orders, 
right?" 


"Yes, that's right Rottenfuehrer," the taller man quickly answered. 


He also had lost his uniform’s cap. The color of his hair seemed to be chestnut or red. The other SS-man was 


shorter, dark-haired and with dark eyes. HE hadn't lost his cap. 


"The Fuehrer also wouldn't be pleased that just two of my men had been able to follow me while the others 
got lost." 


"Yes, Rottenfuehrer, we absolutely agree," the shorter man answered, his voice slightly trembling. "| mean ..” 


‘lm not interested in your meaning, Herr von Hammett," Hetfeld barked. "I want you to get this Jew busted. 


Immediately. We already have wasted enough time." 


"Yes, Rottenfuehrer .. We are so sorry," von Hammett hastily said while the other one - Neustedt - quickly 
busied himself to get over to the prisoner and pulled Lars' arms to his back, doing it very forcefully and 


mercilessly. 


Lars yelped in pain for a moment then bit his lower lip. Handcuffs clicked shut around his wrists. Then, 
Neustedt roughly patted all over Lars' body, searching for weapons. 


He turned around. 
"Nothing, Rottenfuehrer Hetfeld He hasn't any weapons." 


“Alright” Hetfeld briefly waved with his pistol. "Then, let's go." 


An hour later Lars sat on a stool in front of a desk, his wrists still handcuffed behind his back. Every muscle 
of his body hurt, and also the wounds at his elbows, knees and palms. As he looked down at his knees he saw 
the dirt what covered the wounds. The wounds would have got infected. But that didn't matter because he was 
a dead man, anyway. His new ‘home’ clearly would have been a concentration camp, and the next camp was 


Dachau near Munich. 


They all knew about those camps. The Nazi got everyone deported to the camps who didn't fit into Hitler's idea 
of the superior Aryan race - the Jews, the gays, the gypsy, the Lutheran priests, and everybody who had 
been crazy enough to criticize the regime. The pope on the other hand sympathized with the Hitler regime, and 
that got the Catholic priests ‘carte blanche’. 


Thinking about his hopeless situation Lars hung his head and didn't say a word. 


"Why have you been out after the curfew?" Hetfeld asked. He sat behind the desk, and his blue eyes 


constantly looked at Lars. "What have you done, and where have you been before we captured you?" 

No answer. 

Hetfeld gave a sigh. 

"Herr Ulrich, | don't think it's a good idea to refuse to answer to my questions," he calmly said. "Well, let's 
start slower .. Maybe you will tell me something about your profession .. Do you think you could do this?" 
Lars gave a brief and small nod. 

‘I'm a musician," he whispered. "I play the trumpet .. | have been a member of the orchestra of the opera of 


Nuremberg ... Because I'm good they tolerated me a very long time, and the director would have kept me in 


the orchestra if there had been a way .. Last year they had to throw me out ... | haven't found work since 


then" 

The last words were barely audible, and Lars didn't look up. 

"| see," Hetfeld said. 

There was silence for a while. Then Hetfeld cleared his throat. 


"But that isn't enough of information, Herr Ulrich. | need to know why you have been out on the streets, why 


you don't wear your David's star, and what you have done - or planned to do." 
Lars lifted his head and glanced at Hetfeld. 
"That's not your business," he briskly answered. 


Immediately, a hard slap across his face followed his words. Because of his handcuffed wrists Lars wasn't able 


to keep his balance and fell to the floor. 


After that, a high boot painfully made contact with his ribs, and he cried out in agony. 


"Stop beating up the prisoner, Neustedt! IMMEDIATELY! That's an order," Hetfeld barked at his underling. "I 


haven't given you permission to hit the man. Is that clear?" 
"But he has .." 
"IS THAT CLEAR?" 


Yes, yes, of course .. Absolutely clear, Rottenfuehrer Hetfeldl" 


Neustedt sharply clicked together the heels of his high boots and saluted at Hetfeld. 


Hetfeld gave a sneer. 
"The Fuehrer won't be pleased about your bad manners, Neustedt 

"Yes, Rottenfuehrer Hetfeld. | beg your pardon, Rottenfuehrer Hetfeld. It won't happen again ~ 

"| hope so." 

Lars still laid at the floor, whimpering quietly. His lower lip had got split, and his right cheekbone throbbed. Lars 


started to choke, and waves of nausea got him to throw up. But he just spit out some bile and blood because 


his stomach had been empty for days. 


Someone got him by his shoulders to turn him onto his side then a pair of hands got shoved into his armpits 


and lifted him, helping him back onto the stool. 


Lars still squeezed his eyes shut because of the cruel pain but instinctively he knew that it had been Hetfeld 


who had helped him. Hetfeld's hand rested on Lars' shoulder, just for a moment, then it was gone. 


"I have enough of your stupid actions, Neustedt .. And you are the same nothing-for-good, von Hammett," he 
icily said. "Now, get the Jewish trash locked into the prison cell, and then you are dismissed. | want you to 
search your comrades. It seems that the idiots have got lost, too." 


Lars heard the heavy breathing of Neusteat while von Hammett didn't give a sound. 


"As you wish, Rottenfuehrer Hetfeld,” Neustedt then managed to bring out. But the hatred in his tone wasn't 
to miss. "We are on our way, Rottenfuehrer Hetfeld ... Heil Hitler!" 


"Ah, yes, yes ... Heil Hitler!" 


Neustedt and von Hammett had locked Lars into a small prison cell. Neustedt freed Lars wrists by opening the 
handcuffs but he did it very roughly, so the steel ripped open Lars’ skin 


Lars bit his tongue to keep himself from crying out in pain. That didn't suit Neustedt, and with an angry sneer 
he shoved Lars against the next wall. 


"Oh, come on now, Jaso," von Hammett said, sighing. "Leave him alone. You have heard the Rottenfuehrer's 


orders." 
"| got that," Neustedt hissed, his teeth clenched. "But Hetfeld will regret his impertinence, that's for sure." 


After they had been gone Lars weakly tried to wipe the blood from his split lip off his face. Tears ran down 
his cheeks. He pressed his hands on his face to muffle his sobs. 


He just had visited a friend - also musician of the orchestra - to play some music. His Aryan colleague, a 
pianist, risked a lot, especially because he, Lars and another Aryan friend used to play jazz, and this was 
strictly forbidden because it was the music of the enemy. The other musician of their trio played the 
contrabass, and he was highly talented. 

B 

ecause they had played too long Lars had to leave long after the curfew's hour. His friend, the piano-player 
begged him to stay but Lars didn't want to risk the life of his friend if he would allowed a Jew to even set a 
foot into his apartment. So, Lars left his very expensive trumpet and said goodbye, not knowing that it was the 


last time, and that he never would have the chance to meet his friend, again. 


The sound of a key opening the lock of his cell nearly got him jump off the cells small wooden bed, 
"Don't," Hetfeld's calm voice said. "You don't have to fear me." 


Lars gave a whimper then opened up his eyes to look at the SS-man who had entered the cell, leaving open the 


door. 

Hetfeld carefully put a large bowl with clean water down onto the floor beside Lars' trembling legs then he laid 
some clean towels and a First aid kit onto the small bed. He knelt down in front of Lars who looked at him in 
disbelieve. 

Hetfeld took one of the towels and wetted it with water from the bowl then he turned to have a look at Lars’ 
wounds. The split lip had stopped bleeding but he had got smeared the blood all over his face and hands, and it 
had ruined the intact rest of his coat. The fabric at the elbows had got ripped open as Lars had been fallen 
onto the dirty and wet cobblestones of the medieval part of the city. His pants were just a rag now, too. 
Unfortunately, Lars owned no other pants - and no other coat. 

But that didn't matter anyway, because he had to die sooner or later. 

The blond SS-man carefully loosened the torn fabric what stuck to the wounds on Lars’ elbows and knees. 
Lars gave a low hiss because it hurt cruelly. Hetfeld shook his head. 

"The blood has got dry in the meantime. | have to wet it." 

He took the small cup he had brought with all the other things, filled it with water and then he carefully 
poured some water on the wounds. Lars suppressed another hiss. 


While the dried blood and the wounds got wet once again Hetfeld took the wetted towel and went on to clean up 


Lars’ face. 
This was the moment when Lars started to cry. Hot tears ran down his cheeks, and he desperately tried to 
keep himself from sobbing. Without any effect. 


‘Its okay," Hetfeld calmly said, going on with his work. "I would cry, too, if | would be in the same situation as 


you are now." 
Lars wiped his eyes with his dirty hands, so Hetfeld had to clean them up once more. 


Without a word he gave Lars another towel for wiping his nose and eyes by himself. 


Lars breathed in and out deeply several times to calm himself down. 
"Why .. why are you doing .. why are you doing this?" he then hoarsely asked. "| don't understand .." 


"Because | want to do so," Hetfeld gave back. 


There was silence for a while. Hetfeld went on with his work. 

"You better should have shot me as you have caught me," Lars then whispered. 

Hetfeld looked up into Lars’ face, and the look of a pair of blue eyes locked with that of a pair of green eyes. 
"And why should | have done this?" he quietly asked. 

"Because ... because it ... It would .." 

Lars had to stop because tears ran down once more. 

Hetfeld didn't say anything for a moment. He just shook his head, again 

"| didn't want To waste a bullet," he answered. It sounded bitter. 

Lars stared at him in disbelieve. 

"You fired up the bullet to let your men know .." 

| had to. Those idiots never would have found us. As you might have noticed they aren't very bright. Without 
any doubt they would have gone lost, and it's a cold night .. They are stupid enough to get pneumonia by 
stumbling around without orientation" 

"But you've dismissed them and gave them order to search for their comrades ..” 

Hetfeld briefly smiled. 

"They won't search for the other idiots. They will go home without even trying to search." 

Oh," Lars said. "But you gave them an order .." 

"Sure, | have done so." Hetfeld chuckled. "But if | really wouldn't want them to do what | have ordered them to 
do because then | secretly had to follow them .. Well, secretly means that | have to make as much stupid 


noise as possible to let them know that I'm in their backs .. But | wanted them to leave, and if they are 
running home they'll stay there. And I'm pretty sure that the others are at home now, too." 


Lars stared at him without a word, his green eyes wide. He simply didn't know what to say. 
Hetfeld held the look. Lars realized that the man had beautiful eyes of a very clear blue. And his blond hair 


had that golden shimmer Lars loved so much. 


In fact, the whole man looked extremely good, and he was exactly Lars' type. 


If he hadn't been a Nazi. 
Worse, he was a fucking Nazi of the SS. 


At that moment said Nazi looked down at the wounds on Lars’ knees then carefully started to clean them up 
after he had removed the torn fabric of Lars’ pants. It wasn't easy to get all the dirt out of the wounds. 
After a rainfall the cobblestones of the streets and small alleys wouldn't had been so dirty but the burst and 
fallen down sandstones of the houses and churches was too much to get washed away, and the ashes and the 
black burnt pieces of wood from the half-timbered, centuries old houses. Not to mention the many pieces of 
shattered and burst out glass of the former windows. They covered everything, along with the splinters and 


fragments of the bombs which had destroyed the houses. 


Fortunately, the rain had slightly lessened the reek of rotting corpses of all those people who hadn't made it to 
an air shelter in time, or hadn't refused to leave their homes - mostly elderly people which didn't understand 


what was going on 


Again, Lars had to bite his tongue to keep himself from crying out in pain. With the help of a pair of tweezers 
Hetfeld picked the small pieces of glass, metal and burnt wood out of Lars' wounds. But because Lars’ legs 
trembled too much Hetfeld made him lay down on the bed. As Lars laid on his back, Hetfeld briefly left the cell 
without locking the cell's metal door - he even didn't close it - and came back with some cushions and a 


blanket. He also brought scissors. 


He bent down and shoved one of the cushions beneath Lars' head and the other one beneath Lars' knees, and 
then he touched the top buttons of Lars' coat with two fingers of his right hand. He did it slowly to let Lars 


know that he had no murderous intentions. 


"Don't be afraid, | don't want to do you any harm. | just will open up your coat because we have to get you 


out of the thing. It's a mere rag now, anyway," he said, briefly locking eyes with Lars. 
Lars nodded. He had to trust the guy. 


Hetfeld opened up the buttons what wasn't easy because the coat was wet and the buttons of different sizes 
- Lars had to take every small or larger button he got to replace a lost one. Finally, Hetfeld had got all of 
them open then pushed aside the front halves of the coat. As he did so he saw Lars’ bare chest and breathed 
in sharply. 


"l'm sorry for not wearing a shirt," Lars hastily said. "But the last shirt | had has got torn to pieces by the 
shock waves of the bombs during the last attack of the fighter bombers." 


All of a sudden he noticed that Hetfelds black SS uniform also was in bad state. It was torn, too, but somebody 
had tried to do some repairs, not with the best results. The person clearly hadn't been a seamstress, also the 


used threats had been of different colors. 
Hetfeld noticed the glances of Lars and smiled. 


"I'm really not very talented when it comes to do some needlework ... Actually, | never would earn some money 


if I'd try to do so." 
"| guess that it isn't necessary for you to try so," Lars said. "You are .." 
Hetfeld gave a low sneer. 


"This shit isn't my main job," he said in a bitter sounding tone. "I just do it because | have to if | don't want to 
get the order to commit suicide by joining the soldiers and getting slaughtered at the Eastern or the Western 
front of this war a sick fucker had started, also because | can help a little bit to control the chaos in the city, 
and the blind rage and stupidity of guys like Neustedt and von Hammett ... And because my usual working place 
had got hit by several bombs, and the building couldn't get used any longer." 


Lars stared at him for a moment. 

"What is the place you are working .. | mean, what was the place ..” 

"The opera," Hetfeld calmly answered. "You haven't recognized me because as an orchestra musician you have 
to stay in the orchestra pit and couldn't have a look at the stage, also | usually are already in full costume 


when the guys of the orchestra have the grace to move their asses out of their rehearsal room .. But I'm a 


singer, and | used to sing the main tenor parts at the opera." 


Chapter 2 
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Chapter 2 


Lars stared at Hetfeld, his green eyes wide open in surprise. Hetfeld smiled at him, his own - and blue - eyes 


now sparkling in mild amusement. 


"Hetfeld .. James .. James Hetfeld? Really? Oh, | can't believe .. This is .. Really? James Hetfeld! Our ... | mean, 
the opera's tenor star?" Lars finally stuttered, his voice slightly shaking. 


“That's me," James Hetfeld answered, smiling at Lars, again. "But | don't think I'm a tenor 'star"" 

‘Of course, you are .. You are a star," Lars immediately gave back, admiringly looking at James Hetfeld. "You 
are such a great singer .. Oh, | love your Papageno in ‘Die Zauberfloete' .. oh, and just think about ‘Don 
Giovanni! .. oh, and ‘Carmen', of course, and ‘La Traviata’ and ..." 

"Stop, stop, stop," James Hetfeld answered and held up his hands, laughing. 

"James Hetfeld! Oh, | am ... I'm ashamed that | didn't recognize you .." Lars said and blushed. 

"How should you," James answered, now getting serious once again. "I've hunted you down and threatened you 
with my gun. And, not to forget, I'm wearing that damned SS-costume .. You are a Jew. I'm an SS-man. No ‘Don 
Giovanni’, no ‘Papageno’, no singer at all .. But as you have told us that you have played the trumpet in the 
orchestra, | instantly knew who you are. You are pretty good ... Pretty fucking good! You always play the solos, 


and you are the leading trumpet.” 


| HAVE played," Lars said, his tone bitter. "But no way that a Jew would be allowed to play an instrument in 


such a great orchestra, not even if he plays the lead trumpet.” 
James gave a light nod."Yes, | know." 


"But YOU aren't a Jew, you could sing wherever you would want .. Every ensemble would be pleased to get 
you, and you could ask for a very high fee," Lars enthusiastically said. 


Then he had to squeeze shut his eyes for a moment because of the pain in his split lip before he looked back 


at James. "So, why are you still here? | don't understand .." 


"As | have said | want to help to control the chaos," James answered in a flat tone, his face stoically, now. 


"There isn't a way to get control about the chaos any longer," Lars whispered. "I cannot believe that's the 


cause ...” 


‘Ive lost my voice," James calmly said. 


"WHAT? No! No, no, no .. NO! This can't be true. Please say, it isn't true," Lars begged. 
"AND | haven't pleased the Fuehrer." 
Lars' green eyes went wide, again, as he stared at James without blinking. 


"What? You didn't please the Fuehrer? But .. but you are a SS-man .. And a great tenor. The Fuehrer loves 


the opera’ 


"Well, he loves the operas of Richard Wagner," James dryly said. "And | refused to sing the ‘Siegfried at the 


opera of Bayreuth ... Because I've lost my voice." 
"But." 


"But maybe I've lost my voice as | got information that the Fuehrer wanted me to sing the ‘Siegfried'," James 
coolly added. "I really can't remember that. Also, I'm not so much interested in Wagner's operas. Too much of 
unnecessary drama. Too pompous .. Of course, | never would have hesitated to please the Fuehrer. Never! | 


never would have turned him down .. If | wouldn't have lost my voice, as | have said." 
James’ facial expression was unreadable, and Lars' didn't know what to say. 


He didn't believe that James Hetfeld had lost his beautiful singing voice. A gifted singer like James Hetfeld 
COULD'T lose his voice. 


"So, the Fuehrer had been slightly disappointed," James casually mentioned. "But as you correctly have noticed 
l'm also a SS-man and | always can be of use for our beloved Fuehrer because | try to do my best to protect 
the city the Fuehrer loves Nuremberg so much." 


"That's ... that's right ... l'm sure about that," Lars hoarsely said. 


He wanted to speak more but he started to shiver violently, and his teeth started to rattle, so he just got out 


a croak then coughed. 


It was a cold night, as James had mentioned, and the prison cell Neustedt and von Hammett had brought him in 
wasn't any warmer. The both very small widows - too small to escape - hadn't glass inside their splintered 


frames but several very small broken pieces were to be seen as remnants of the shock wave of a bomb what 


had hit the houses nearby. From the outside the windows had been covered up with some blackened pieces of 
paper to follow the blackout order. But the paper wasn't enough thick to keep out the cold 


"Come on, you have to get off those dirty and wet clothes," James quickly said as he saw how much Lars 
shivered. "I've brought a blanket" 


He had to do most of the work to get Lars undressed because Lars' fingers felt numb and were scraped and 


swollen, and he was shaking all over, now. 


James had foreseen this - there wasn't a possibility to get Lars’ in an upright sitting position, again. He was 


too weak. So, James took the scissors he had brought and started to cut the coat off Lars’ body. 
"Wait ... please, wait!" Lars whimpered and tried to get onto his elbows but failed. "| don't have another .." 
"I know," James calmly gave back. "| have some clothes for you .. not of your size but .." 


He got silent as he saw Lars’ thin arms, shoulders and chest after he had removed the pieces of the coat's 
fabric. Lars‘ collarbones stuck out, also the ribs. A large bruise in deep red and blue covered the left lower 
part of Lars’ ribcage where Neustedt's boot had hit him. There was no doubt that there had to be broken 


ribs. 
James gave a low hiss, narrowing his eyes for a moment. 
He quickly grabbed at the blanket and covered Lars' upper body and his arms then went on with his work 


Lars' shoes had to go, too. They were just ruins, anyway. He had another pair - the pair from black lacquer he 
had needed for playing in the orchestra. He hadn't touched those shoes since he had to leave the orchestra. 
Every time he had tried he started to cry. 

His socks had more holes than woolen fabric was left, and Lars' feet were wet and cold as ice, the toes nearly 


blue. 


James hurried up to cut off the badly torn pants of Lars’ thin legs. They had been held together by a piece of 
shabby rope around Lars' waist to stop them from sliding down because of Lars’ thinness. He had lost a lot of 
weight because of starving. And the last belt from leather he had owned was gone in exchange for a small 


piece of bread. 
He hadn't any underwear, too, so he was completely naked as James had removed the last pieces of fabric. 
James didn't say a word but pulled the blanket all over Lars to wrap him in as good as possible. The blanket 


had a lot of holes, too, and it smelt weird, but it helped a little. But it was too short, so it didn't cover up Lars 


ice cold feet. 


As he got aware of that fact James opened up the buttons of his black SS uniform jacket then he took it off. 


He bent and wrapped it around Lars’ feet and lower legs, making sure that every part of cold skin got covered 


up. 


Lars had opened his mouth to protest, especially as he saw that James now just wore an undershirt. And that 


piece of clothing was pretty shabby, too. 


But James shot Lars a sharp glance and briefly shook his head, so Lars hadn't the chutzpah to say a word 
against it. 


Finally, Lars was completely wrapped into the weird smelling blanket and James’ uniform jacket but he still 
shivered. James looked down at him and briefly touched Lars’ pale and also cold cheek with the back of his 


fingers. 


"Be right back," he quickly said, and he was gone before Lars could have given a sound. 


After James had left Lars laid on the small, wooden bed without knowing what James was doing, or where he 
was staying at the moment. 

Maybe, the guy had lied at him, and had got him weaker than before by cutting off Lars’ clothes. 

Lars shuddered as he thought about his stupidity. 

How could he ever have dared to trust a SS-man! 

Surely, the guy got a higher prize for a still living Jew than for a dead one because in the last case the fun 
already had been gone. Nobody was interested in a dead Jew because ‘they' needed to torture said Jew to 


satisfy their perverted lust. A dead Jew wouldn't have been enough to get the job done. 


Lars whimpered in pain and angst. He was ready to throw the blanket off and to run, naked or not, he didn't 
mind. Panic shot through his body like electricity. 


He had to flee! 


But the very same moment Lars tried to shove the blanket off his body James returned. 


He carried an old cane work basket under his left arm, with his other hand he held another blanket what he 


had thrown over his shoulder. 
As he noticed Lars’ panic he quickly put the basket and the blanket onto the floor then he already was at the 
bed, gripping Lars’ shoulders. Lars cried out in panic and wanted to free himself but James easily held him 


down. 


Nevertheless, Lars struggled against him and tried to push James back, not realizing the pain in his ribs or the 


other wounds. 


"Stop .. stop, calm down, please, calm down!" James breathed hard now, too, as he held Lars down. "There's 


nothing you have to fear .. Please, calm down. You'll hurt yourself .. | don't want to do you any harm." 
Finally, Lars lost the rest of strengths he still had and limply laid on the bed, sobbing helplessly. 

James still held him at the shoulders and felt mere bones underneath the pale skin, and also the shaking of 
Lars' body. 


"Ssshhh, it's okay," he whispered in a low tone. "Ssshhh .. I'm sorry .. | should have told you what | had in mind 


as | left the prison cell." 
He turned his head to look at the basket then back at Lars. 


| have made some tea for you .. It's just chamomile but there's some honey inside .. Don't ask me where | got 


the honey from but | still had some." 

He stretched one of his long legs and hooked the foot around the basket to pull him to the bed without having 
to let go of Lars. Now, Lars smelled the hot tea. He just gave some whimpers, completely exhausted. His green 
eyes constantly looked at James. 

Then, he weakly lifted his right hand and tried to wipe the tears off his cheeks. But there was no way To do so 
because he cried out in pain as he touched the hurt cheekbone. The skin had got all black and blue in the 
meantime. 

"This motherfucker Neustedt," James hissed. "Beating up a handcuffed man. What an act of bravery and glory." 
He picked a fallen down towel off the floor then got Lars’ cheeks dry by lightly touching them with the towel. 
"He .. he wanted to please you .. | guess," Lars whispered. "Because ... because .." 


"Because he's a motherfucker," James firmly said. 


Lars breathed in shakily. "As he and the other guy got me inside the cell he said .. he said you would regret 


our impertinence ...” 
Yy P 


"Yeah, sure." James gave a brief laugh. It didn't sound amused. "He better should watch his back. He and his 


very good FRIEND, Herr von Hammett, have to stay as quiet as possible, otherwise they might have to wear a 


certain rose-colored patch on their clothes." 
"They are gay?" Lars asked, his eyes wide. 


"| haven't specified their sexual orientation," James answered, now smiling viciously. "But those rose-colored 


patches have a certain meaning, and the Fuehrer doesn't like people with rose-colored patches." 


He still grinned evilly then turned to the side and reached inside the basket, carefully getting out a large mug. 
It was filled up with the hot tea he had mentioned. 


"There you go," he said, smiling at Lars. "Let me help you." 


Lars wasn't able to sit in an upright position without help. James had wrapped the other blanket around him 
then sat down behind him. He carefully got Lars leaning back to his chest and shoulder and stabilized him with 
his right arm. With his left hand he held the mug to Lars’ swollen lips. 


"Please, try to drink some tea. You are exsiccated," he softly said. "You can be sure that it isn't poisoned. 


There's just some honey inside.” 
Lars believed him without hesitation. He opened up his lips, and James poured some tea inside Lars’ mouth. 


The tea tasted wonderfully. Lars hastily swallowed while James steadily held the mug to his lips. By instinct 
Lars had tried to hold up the mug by himself but his fingers were too weak. But he accepted James’ help. 


"That's good," James whispered as Lars slowly drained the mug. "I have another mug with tea inside the basket 
~ You will need it to get some strengths because | will clean up your wounds now ... And that might hurt a 


little." 
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Chapter 3 


Lars felt better after he had drained the second mug of tea The tea had warmed him, and the honey had 
tasted wonderfully. 


James still held him, sitting behind him, and Lars laid back his head to James’ shoulder. He hadn't wanted to do 
so but there was no way to resist. It felt so good to be held by the blond, tall man. 


James had put the empty mug onto the floor, and now his left arm was around Lars’ body, too. 


"Why are you doing this?" Lars whispered. "I'm supposed to die in a concentration camp, so there isn't any need 
to care about me." 

"Who says that you have to die in a concentration camp?" James calmly asked. 

Lars gave a low moan. "I'm a Jew, l'm supposed to die there .. It will be Dachau near Munich, right? I've heard 

about it .. A lot of friends - all of them Jews - disappeared all of a sudden after the SS had knocked on their 

doors .. Men, women and children .. | don't know if they have been sent to Dachau but there must be a lot of 


concentration camps .." 


"That's right," James answered. "But they mostly are in Poland or Russia because the Jewish population in 
those parts of the Reich is much higher than in Bavaria, for example. Treblinka, or Auschwitz .. | haven't seen 


one of them, and honestly | don't want to see them." 


"But you are part of the regime, and you should be happy that those camps got built to clean up the Aryan 
Reich .." 


“That's nonsense," James said in a low tone. "There's nothing to clean up." 


"But Hitler and Goeppels talk a lot about the inferiority of the Jews, and that we just have in mind to steal the 
money of the noble Aryans." 


"Right after they had taken all the money of the Jewish people .. And their houses, their jewelry and valuables 
„Lots of my Jewish friends also disappeared, especially the doctor | had for many years. He is the best 
physician | ever have met, and now he and his family are gone .. | hope that they have made it to Switzerland 
right in time. | told him over and over again to emigrate but he always said that he has to be there for his 
patients, and that he and his family are Germans, too. That's right .. But the fucker who has been born in 


Austria and not in Germany - not to mention his lack of blond hair and blue eyes - well, HE thinks otherwise." 
"You shouldn't talk bad about the Fuehrer. You are SS," Lars whispered. 

James snorted then gave a groan. 

| got a member of the SS as they were supposed to be the police of the Reich - not the hangmen. Otherwise 
| also wouldn't have gotten any more jobs as a singer, believe me. Lots of great singers are without work, and 
its the same with the scientists if they haven't want to join the NSDAP or one of the special organizations of 
the NSDAP." 

"But they are still alive." 


"| don't know because a lot of them were gone .. Also most of the Lutheran priests | have known because they 


had refused to accept Hitler as their new god." 

Lars gave a moan. Then there was silence for a while. 

James had laid his left arm across Lars’ chest and his hand was around Lars’ right shoulder. It felt so good. 
Lars slightly turned his head to the left side, and his cheek touched the bare skin of James’ neck. He closed his 
eyes. 

"You are Christian, right?" he asked in a low tone. 

‘lm nothing," James answered. "I don't believe in things | can't see. Never have. But my parents decided to raise 
me as a Christian, and | had to visit the church with them as | have been little. Every fucking Sunday. | didn't 
understand a word but | got a member of the church's children choir because | liked the singing .. The cantor 
of the choir noticed my talent, and so | got most of the solos while | have been in the boy choir. Of course, 
that made me feel good, and my parents were proud to have such a gifted son" 


He paused, then swallowed hard. 


"Especially because my sister wasn't talented at all. She was mentally retarded and wasn't barely able to speak, 


just some words or phrases .." 
"She ‘was'?" Lars asked. 


"Yes. She died last year after she got dragged into one of those madhouses around Nuremberg. We got 


information that she died because of pneumonia but | don't believe a word l'm pretty sure she has starved to 
death .. The personnel in those madhouses are ordered to give a ‘starving diet’ to every patient who is 
considered by the regime to be useless and unworthy to live .. After she had got meningitis as a four month 


old baby my sister was heavily retarded but | loved her. She always has been a happy and friendly girl." 

Lars was shocked. He hadn't known about James’ sister. 

"Maybe you could have protected her .." 

"I couldn't. She got to the madhouse at the age of sixteen .. Five years ago. | never saw her since then 
because it isn't allowed to visit the patients. | tried. But they lock in the patients, and if you don't have that 
fucking key to open up the doors you don't have the slightest chance to get in - not even when you are a 
famous tenor, or an SS-man. The fuckers always had excuses why | couldn't see her" 

"Oh, I'm sorry .. I'm so sorry," Lars whispered. Tears were in his eyes. "This is awful” 

"Yeah. My mother cried a lot, my father didn't say much but | know he was very sad, too." James paused for 
a moment then went on. "A cousin of my father is there, too, but he's still alive. He suffers from 
schizophrenia, and he is a good worker because the voices inside his head always shout at him that he's a lazy 
asshole and will burn in hell if he would dare to stop working .. | guess they have a lot of fun with him in that 
madhouse because he used to get on everybody's nerves with his ongoing demands to let him work, work, 
work" 


| hope he sleeps at night," Lars said, smiling a little. 


"Not so much. Hell is waiting day AND night, and he might get stabbed with white glowing spears by a bunch 


of small red devils, and every dwarf of a devil has three ugly horns on his forehead and poisoned fingernails’ 
Uuhhh, that sounds really bad .. | wouldn't sleep, too, if those fuckers would want to drag my ass to hell..." 
Lars stopped speaking all of a sudden, staring straight ahead, and James felt him tense up. 

He broke the silence. 


"Now lets get your wounds cleaned up and bandaged," he casually said. "Time is running out .. | wanna get you 


out before sunrise, and before those fuckers of my rot will show up, again." 


He made Lars lay back on the bed The tea had helped to warm up Lars and he felt so much better. 


James silently cleaned up the wounds at Lars’ elbows, knees, feet and hands. It hurt a lot but Lars tried to 


stay quiet. He didn't want to make James nervous, or angry. 


James picked more splinters and small particles of cobblestone off the wounds, using the tweezers. He seemed 
to be highly concentrated and bent low to get a better look at the injuries. The light they had was very weak 
because it came from a flickering kerosene lamp. There was no electricity becouse the electricity circuits 


didn't work since the last fighter bomber attack. The umpteenth time. 


As James carefully got out small particles of glass of the deeply scraped skin at his knees Lars couldn't stop 


himself from moaning. It hurt too much. 
James looked up right into Lars' face. 


‘lm sorry that | have nothing to numb your pain," he said. "But the last alcohol | had is gone .. | guess that 
one of my men secretly has drained the last bottle of schnapps | had" 


"IFs okay," Lars got out, breathing hard. "It doesn't matter, anyway .." 
"What's that supposed to mean?" James asked in a very calm tone. 


Lars felt hot tears burning in his eyes. He swallowed hard several times and stared at the ceiling of the prison 
cell. Then he looked at James out of the corners of his eyes. 


"You surely will get me deported to the concentration camp of Dachau," he whispered. "They ... they will kill me 


.. The Fuehrer has ordered to eliminate the Jews, and .." 


"Yeah, and the Fuehrer ordered to finish up EVERYBODY who didn't fit in the idea of the superiority of the 
Aryan race," James gave back. "It's no longer the Jews .. It means everybody who can't be of worth for the 
‘Reich’ ... Old people, insane people, helpless people .. There's a long and specified list of persons who aren't of 
worth - whatever that means ... By the way, in Russia Josef Stalin uses to slaughter up everyone if he wasn't 
of ‘worth’, or who has the misfortune to get in the way of the fucker. They are SICK, so unbelievably sick. 


Completely insane! | can't think otherwise .." 


"You are right .. | mean, about the insanity of Hitler and Stalin," Lars said in a quiet and low tone. He swallowed 
hard. "But | really don't know what you are planning to do with me ... l'm your prisoner, so you can do with me 


whatever you want, and that means .." 

If you wanna get shot - well, you can get that," James calmly said, his face showing no emotion at all. "I won't 
hesitate to fulfill your wish, believe me. | won't be delighted - but | would do it .. It's your decision, no matter 
what I'm thinking about it" 


Lars stared at him in shock, his green eyes wide. He didn't know what to say. 


James gave a very bitter smile. His right hand what held the tweezers lightly rested on Lars’ thin left upper 


arm. 


"And it would be a good idea to shoot myself after | have finished you .." 


"Wait a moment! Please, wait a moment .. Don't say that," Lars hastily threw in. "Why should you do that? 


That's insane! Of course, you could shoot me - but | don't see why you should commit suicide." 


James laid back his head to the nape of his neck and bit his lower lip to keep the tears in his eyes from rolling 


down his cheeks. 


‘lm a dead man, anyway," he hoarsely whispered “There's no doubt about the fact that the Reich will lose the 
war against the allied nations .. They are much stronger now, and their fighter bombers are flying attack 
after attack .. They .. they have burnt down the city of Hamburg as they caused a firestorm by throwing 
down phosphor bombs .. The people got MELTED by the firestorm.” 


He gave a low whimper and squeezed shut his eyes. 
"So, why should the allied nations just think about not taking revenge on everybody who has been stupid 
enough to let himself drag into one of Hitler's sick organizations? The SS has marked me, and | can't do 


anything to hide that" 


He lifted his left arm and ran his fingertips along the tattoo what has been done into the skin of his armpit. It 
showed the number of James' membership to the SS. 


"Everybody will know about the meaning of this tattoo," James whispered. "And an SS-man isn't supposed to 
live after the allied nations have won the war." 


He turned his head to lock eyes with Lars. "But | don't plan to get you deported. I'll get you back to your 
family, and then you should hurry up to find a place to hide.” 


Without saying more he went on to care about Lars’ injuries. Lars opened up his mouth to speak but wasn't 
able to do so. 


He felt the pain in his lower thorax - caused by the broken ribs - getting intense more and more, and so he 


tried to breathe as flatly as possible. 


But James noticed it and grabbed inside the basket, bringing out a rolled up bandage. Then he helped Lars to sit 
up and bandaged his lower ribcage to stabilize it. 


"Better now?" he asked. 
Lars breathed in and out several times then he nodded. 


"Much better." 


"Fine. Lay back again, now. I'm ready with cleaning up the wounds but | have to disinfect them with some iodine 


~ That might sting a litte." 


He was right about the stinging. Lars gritted his teeth because of the scorching pain but he gave low groans. 


James didn't look up but worked as fast as possible. Then he started to get bandages around Lars’ elbows, 
hands and knees. The bandages must had been used very often but they all were clean. 


As James fixed the last bandage around Lars' left hand, Lars swallowed several times. 
|. [have no family," he whispered. 
Now, James looked up. "They are dead ... or got deported?" 


"No .. My parents emigrated right before the beginning of the war, also my younger brother. | stayed because 
| didn't want to give up playing in the orchestra," Lars answered. "What a silly idea. | can see that now but 
haven't seen it as my parents begged me to go with them." 


‘| see." James bit his lower lip. "No wife? No children?" 
Lars shook his head. 


"No. But before they emigrated my parents wanted me to marry the daughter of our Rabbi. They already had 
arranged everything .. Of course, | had no say in the matter. | didn't want to marry but there was no way to 
protest, and the girl must have thought the same .. She was seventeen and had to follow the orders of her 

father. But | had seen her just two or three times, and always in the presence of our parents, so we couldn't 


talk a lot, and she always looked down at the floor.” 
"Oh! That doesn't sound good," James said. 


"It WASN'T good," Lars gave back. "But as I've said there wasn't a way to refuse. | had to get married, the girl 
had to get married. It's usual. Mostly, those arranged marriages are working. If wife and husband have the 
same idea about following the rules .. You really can't call me an orthodox Jew but the Rabbi's daughter HAD 
to follow the orthodox rules - she didn't know otherwise. That meant that she had to cut off her hair and to 
wear a ‘scheitel' after being married. And that's a thing | can't accept. Not that | would have anything against 
wigs if a woman has lost her hair in case of Alopecia and wants to hide that - but | don’ t see the necessity 
of doing so just because it's traditional. Also, in this case it would have been very sad because the girl had 
beautiful long blond hair .. But there has been no marriage." 


"What happened?" James asked, raising a brow. "I mean, you had no say in the matter, so why AREN'T you 


married?" 


Lars cleared his throat and looked at everything inside the prison cell except James. 


"Well, for a certain time | managed to have acceptable excuses - too many and too intense orchestra 
rehearses, concerts in other cities, and so on," he finally answered. "And then, all of a sudden, the family of 
the girl emigrated without having announced that. One night they fled - my parents and my brother followed 
suit. | guess, my brother has to give the groom now - if he hadn't yet done it in the meantime. He was 


sixteen, and now he's twenty-one if he's still alive." 

"You don't know that?" 

"No. | even don't know where they are living .. | just hope they DO live." 

After Lars had told all this there was a long silence. Both men seemed to be lost in thoughts and memories. 
Then, James deeply breathed in and out and looked at Lars, into those large green eyes. 

"If you don't have a family | won't recommend that you might try to go back home. Its too dangerous. You will 
be caught once again, and there ain't a real chance to hide yourself until the allied nations will have won the 
war .. Also, the places to hide are rapidly getting fewer because nearly the whole city is in ruins, now. The 


winter will be very cold, and no one can survive just by crawling into a ruin, and without the possibility to get 


some warmth." 
Lars nodded and sighed. 


"I know. But | haven't thought about what to do ... | always thought that | might get a nice new home in a 


concentration camp sooner or later. | have nowhere else to go." 
"No friends?" 


"They all are Aryan, and | don't want to compromise their safety and getting risked their lives. So, | guess I'l 


go home to wait for .." 


"No, you won't," James calmly said. "I will get you out of Nuremberg before morning.’ 
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Chapter 4 


„This is crazy! You can't do that ... It's too dangerous ... We will be caught and both shot. Please, don't do it .. 
We will get killed .." 


“Shut up!" 


James tone had been sharp, and he shot Lars a similar sharp and intense look to stop his lament. Lars opened 


his mouth to go on but another look into James' blue eyes told him to better be quiet. 


James had helped Lars to get on the clothes he had brought - underpants, a shirt, a woolen sweater, pants 
and a pair of homemade knitted woolen socks. His mother's greatest passion was to knit socks for her son, so 
James had a lot of pairs of those warm socks, and several pairs of them were storaged at the SS office, just 


in case. 


Unfortunately, it had got very difficult for James' mother to get as much wool as she wanted, and also the 
house with the store James’ mother had preferred to buy her wool didn't exist any longer. It had been hit by 


a bomb what instantly got the house burnt down, and also the houses near it. Nobody had survived. 


The fires caused by phosphor bombs mostly gave no chance to stop those hot flames. So, the few people 
which might have survived such an attack, helplessly had to watch the fires burning their homes to ashes, 
and everything what had been inside, too. In the most cases the people had nothing more than the clothes they 
had worn as they fled from the burning and crashing down houses, mostly just a thin nightshirt and their 


underwear, and a lot of them were barefoot. 


In Lars' case it got clear that the pants - James pants - were much too large for Lars' small and thin body. 
James had no extra belt, just his uniform belt, and so had to use a piece of thick rope to hold the pants 
around Lars' waist and to make sure that they won't slide down, also he had to roll up the pant legs because 
they were much too long. After that he rolled up the arms of the shirt and the sweater because Lars’ 
couldn't do it with his bandaged hands and wrists, and this caused an intense shame and the feeling of 


uselessness inside Lars. 


James had given his own civil coat to Lars while he took the SS coat. Lars looked very small in James’ coat, 


and James rolled up the coats arms, too, sighing deeply. 


"You are so thin," he pitifully said, eyeing Lars up and down. 
Lars shrugged. "It isn't easy to get some food without meal tickets.” 
"You don't have meal tickets? This can't be possible .. Everybody should have meal tickets ..." 


"Not a Jew who wants to stay outside a concentration camp," Lars said in low tone. "| had to deal with all my 


values to get some food, and everything of worth is gone .. Just my .." 
He stopped to talk and cast down his eyes, staring at the floor. Tears burnt in his eyes 
"Just what?" James softly asked. 


Lars opened and shut his mouth several times, not sure if he could tell James about his trumpet. But then he 


looked up and into James' blue eyes and knew he could tell James about his secret. 


"I asked my Aryan friend to keep my trumpet because | didn't want it to get stolen," he whispered. "And hope 


so much to get back my beloved trumpet because that means that my friend has survived, too.” 

James laid his hand on Lars’ thin thigh and softly stroked it. 

"That's good. I'm pretty sure your friend will survive, so your instrument is safe," he said. "You will need the 
trumpet pretty soon to play in the orchestra, again, | guess. | think that the war also will come to an end 
pretty soon because the allied nations have got the upper hand since they successfully had landed a large 
amount of American troops at the sea borders in France and Holland" 

Lars stared at James, his green eyes wide in shock. 


"The .. the Americans have landed troops?" 


"Of course. And a lot of military parachutists," James answered. "Not to mention their submarines which have 


finished up most of the German submarines with their torpedo's ... Hitler is fuming." 

"How comes that you know about those things?" Lars asked in surprise, completely stunned. 

"Well, | have my sources," James calmly said with a shrug. “And a very good radio." 

Lars was deeply shocked and for a moment he pressed his bandaged right hand onto his lips. 

"But it's strictly forbidden to listen to the radio information of the enemy," he then hoarsely said. 


"A lot of things are forbidden,’ James dryly gave back. "I don't mind about that. Of course, | always try to be 


extremely careful by listening to the British radio information .. | also get information about the German 
activities because l'm SS. But | heard some British radio messages and they said that the allied nations had 
managed to get an Enigma machine and their decoding specialists have found out how to use the Enigma, and 
so they are able to decode most of the German radio messages ... | have to admit that | have stolen an 
Enigma, too .. Right from a radio station as the radio operator had been busy to fuck one of his female 
assistants. AND | got the book with the daily codes, too, so | also can decode the radio messages .." 


"Oh, how could you do all those things without being caught ... | can't believe it," Lars whispered. His pulse 


raced. 


"| have been very cautious," James answered. "Of course, | have to hide the Enigma code machine and my radio 
direction finder. Not even the fucker Neustedt who is an unbearable notorious snooper has got it that | have 
all those things because they aren't inside this office or in my apartment .. Well, | should add that my parents 


own a large property and a house with an also large cellar. Isn't that nice?" 
James evilly grinned then gave a low sound of satisfaction while Lars was near fainting. 


"But | always have the very small book with the daily codes with me to be able to decode radio messages in 
case a buddy of mine is the officer of duty at the radio station nearby. He always has problems with all those 
long rows of numbers and letters, and so he is very happy if | do the decoding for him .. He has been in my 
class at the mathematical and science specialized high school. | always helped him out with cheap sheets at our 


school essays .. But | really don't know how he managed to get his high school diploma." 


"Oh, no ... no, no, no," Lars hoarsely croaked. "If somebody will find this code book inside your clothes you surely 


will get dragged in front of a judge and will get a death punishment sentence because of treason activity." 


"| decided to risk it," James calmly gave back. He looked at Lars without the slightest sign of fear in his eyes 
and facial expression. "The fucker with the ridiculous mustache, who thinks he has been born to rule the world, 
want to make us believe in the glorious triumph of the Third Reich, and so he had ordered that everybody 
should go on to fight against our enemies, and everybody should do his very best because the Reich WILL 
succeed and will win the war. Easily, of course .. It just had been necessary to stabilize the Eastern and the 


Western front by evening up the frontlines.” 

He gave a bitter laugh and shook his head. 

"Hitler and his underlings are pretty sure that the civil population is stupid enough to believe in that nonsense. 
But everybody knows that those ‘evenings of the frontlines! meant that the German troops had to get pulled 
back because of the successful attacks of the enemies." 


He sighed then patted Lars's thigh. 


"Come on now. We have to leave." 


James helped Lars to get up and held him firmly with his hand around Lars' left upper arm. Lars felt dizzy as 
he stood on his legs but he was able to walk. James had given a pair of black boots to him. Of course, the size 
of the boots were several numbers more than Lars' own shoe size, but James had stuffed them with some 


sheets of an old newspaper, so Lars’ feet fitted in. 


After leaving the SS office James led Lars to a hut nearby the house. The door of the wooden and pretty 
shabby looking hut was locked by a rusty but nevertheless heavy iron chain and a heavy padlock. 


James opened up the padlock with a large key from his bunch of keys. That wasn't easy because the padlock 
was rusty, Too. 


But finally James got opened the wooden door. He had made Lars sit down onto a partly broken large sandstone 


beside the hut while he got inside. 


After he had rummaged around inside the hut for a while he pushed out a motorcycle with a passenger 


carriage attached to the left side. 
Lars stared at the motorcycle with his eyes wide open. He couldn't believe what he saw. 
James looked over at him and grinned. 


‘Sometimes it can be of advantage to be an SS-man," he said in an amused tone. "And the supply of a 


‘Rottenfuehrer’ with a nice motorcycle is such an advantage." 


"That's ... well, yes .. that's right .. | don't know ... | don't know what to say," Lars stammered. "That's 
unbelievable .. What do you plan to do with that thing?" 


"Well, | hope it will help us to get out of the city, and maybe to the village | have in mind," James said while he 
was busy to check the motorcycle and the tankful. "I think we have enough fuel to make it to this village .. If 
we don't get stopped and busted, of course." 


Lars had to climb inside the passenger's carriage and sat there, wrapped into the two blankets. James hurried 
inside the SS office and prison several times to fetch some things what he got into the both saddlebags of the 


motorcycle. Finally he came back, carrying a large bundle under his arm. 


"You have to hold this for a while," he ordered Lars. "I wanna get rid of it somewhere in a houses’ ruin before 


we'll reach the first barricade at the road out of the city." 


"We never will be able to pass this barricade without getting busted .. Or without getting shot," Lars said. 


His voice trembled because of his angst, also his whole body. But he took the bundle, stuffed it between his 
legs and then covered it with the blankets. 


"What's inside the bundle," he asked James who was climbing onto the motorcycle. 
James smiled. 


"Your clothes ... well, the rags of said clothes, and your shoes, and also everything | have used to clean up 
your wounds," he answered. "I don't want those things to be found by Neustedt and the other fuckers. 
Neustedt hasn't much brain but its enough to conclude from those torn clothes and bloody towels to what | 
might have done .. Beside the fact that the Jewish prisoner isn't inside the prison cell any more, and that | got 


vanished, too." 


Lars weakly nodded. He couldn't say anything more because James had got started the motorcycle after 
several failures. The noise of the motorcycle's motor was unbelievable. Lars was sure that the deafening noise 
of the thing would damage his ability to hear, so he won't hear a sound under a level of eighty decibel 
minimum. Or in worst case he would got deaf, completely and permanently, so he won't be able to play in an 


orchestra any longer. 


But he thought that getting deaf always was preferable to getting shot - or getting deported to one of the 


concentration camps with their gas chambers. 


It was very difficult to drive through the alleys and streets of the city because large fragments of 
sandstones from the bombed houses had been fallen down, and partly or completely blocked the streets. But 


James knew a lot of secret routes. 


In addition a lot of corpses in different states of decay were strewn all over the streets. By daylight the 
civilian population continuously was threatened by the weapons of the very lowly flying fighter airplanes of the 
allied nations. The soldiers inside the planes usually aimed their guns at everything or everybody who was 


crazy enough to move or, in worst case, tried to run away. 


And to make things worse there wasn't enough light to drive. Everything and every place was dark. Just the 


stars above them gave some light. 


Because of all those difficulties James had to drive with extreme caution if he didn't want the motorcycle 
getting damaged. 


Lars felt his heart rate rise. His mouth was dry, and he had to cover up his nose because of the awful reek 


of the masses of unburied corpses. 


Finally they reached some ruins on the outskirts of the city. James stopped the motorcycle, took the bundle 


Lars had reached him and hurried into one of the damaged houses. 
He was back in no time and got onto the motorcycle, again He briefly looked at Lars. 


| think that I've hidden the bundle well enough. No one will find it, and if someone accidently might find it he 


won't conclude that those rags have belonged to you." 
"| hope so," Lars whispered. 


‘lm pretty sure about it," James said. "Now, we soon will leave the outskirts of the city behind us, and then 
we have to deal with the guards of the first barricade." 


Lars trembled all over his body. 

"But | haven't an ID," he whimpered. "They surely want to see my ID papers." 

"Don't worry about that," James answered. He briefly stroked Lars' cheek. "You are supposed to be a wounded 
and very sick soldier who has lost his ID papers somewhere at the Eastern front. Just try to stay calm, and 
don't talk too much. Let me do the talking, okay?" 


"Okay. | will do my best," Lars whimpered. 


Again, James stroked Lars’ cold cheek, and Lars wanted to hold James’ hand and to kiss it. But doing this wasn't 
possible, so he just closed his eyes and turned his head to face James. 


All of a sudden he felt James’ lips on his forehead, softly kissing it. Lars gave a low moan and wasn't able to 
suppress the shudders what ran through his body. 


James laid his hand to the right side of Lars' head, and Lars leaned into it. James kissed Lars’ forehead one 


more time then he straightened his body and breathed in deeply. 


"Now lets try to pass by the barricade without getting some bullets inside of our bodies.” 


Chapter 
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Chapter 5 


wAnd God created man in his own image, in the image of God created he him. Male and female created he him 


~ He breathed into his nostrils the breath of life, and man became a living soul." 
James beautiful tenor singing voice was easily to be heard over the motor's noise of the motorbike. 


"In native worth and honor clad, with beauty, courage, strengths adorned, to heav'n erect and tall he stands, a 


man, the Lord and King of nature all." 

Lars didn't even try to suppress his tears. The freely rolled down his cheeks. 

"The Creation’ of Haydn. 

The text of Lidley had been done after Milton's “Paradise Lost". 

Lars loved Haydn's oratorio so much. He always had loved it. And he always had loved to play the leading 
trumpet in the orchestra. 

And he never had thought about NOT playing with the orchestra inside a Christian's church because he loved 


the music, nothing else. 


He also had no problem to play Mozarts "Requiem", or another Christian church's oratorio, just because he 


was Jewish. 


And he always had loved to hear James' voice as a soloist, at the opera, in churches - the place never didn't 


matter. 
Now, while riding his motorcycle James was singing the "Uriel", the solo Tenor part of The Creation 


An angel. 


James had started to sing right after they had left the destroyed city of Nuremberg. 


And after he had laid his hand in Lars‘ nape of the neck, feeling Lars’ violent trembling. He hadn't said anything, 
he just started to sing. 


His singing voice needed no warming up, it had been cleanly and beautifully right from the beginning on James 


was such a gifted singer, always had been. 


And now he sang with the exact voice he had "lost" as The Fuehrer, Adolf Hitler, had wished to hear him as 
"Siegfried" in Richard Wagner's opera. 


Lars knew that James wanted to soothe him down, and it worked. Lars stopped trembling in angst. But he 
wasn't able to stop crying because of the beauty of James’ voice and the intense longing to hear that voice 


while he himself was playing the trumpet as a part of the Symphony orchestra. 


All of a sudden James’ fingers touched Lars' cheek, getting wet by Lars' tears. He softly wiped them off, not 
caring about his fingers getting wet by fresh tears. 


Lars closed his eyes, and for the first time he had the courage to shyly touch James' fingers with his own. 
James turned around his hand and firmly closed his fingers around Lars’, holding them tightly. 
Lars forgot to breathe until he had to. He didn't even notice that James had stopped singing. 


"We will reach the barricade every moment, now," James said, his tone very calmly. "So, do you think you are 


ready to play the role of the wounded soldier?" 


Lars gave a short whimper but then he deeply breathed in and out. His pulse raced, and he bit his injured 


lower lip to feel the pain He wanted to be as alerted and concentrated as possible. 
No surrendering! 
He hadn't anything left to lose, anyway. 


"Yes .. yes, I'm ready,” he answered, nodding, before he got aware of the darkness of the dying night. "I'm 
ready." 


To make himself audible hew had to shout his words because of the motorcycle's noise. 


"Good" 


James briefly squeezed Lars' fingers before his hand gripped the left handle of his motorcycle, again 


The barricade, built up to stop the large tanks of the allied nations, never would have been strong enough to 
hold back just a single tank because of its poor construction. It easily was to be seen that the guys which had 
done the building up didn't have the slightest idea how to construct and build up a proper barricade. 


But that didn't mean that the guards at the barricade won't be dangerous. 


As James got sight of two guards in front of the barrier he instantly stopped the motor of his bike, slowly 


letting the motorcycle with the passenger's carriage roll up to the barricade. 


The both guards - just kids which had been forced to do the job - had their fingers at the triggers of their 


machine guns. 


Lars felt the shaking of his body. He didn't want it but wasn't able to stop it. He tried to cover himself up with 
the blankets as good as possible. 


They had reached the barricade, and James quickly got off the motorcycle and stood beside it. His body 


instantly straightened up into a military posture with his outstretched right arm and hand already been ripped 


upwards into the very exact angle the Fuehrer wanted his underlings to greet him. 
"HEIL HITLER," he barked. "This is Rottenfuehrer Hetfeld, asking for permission to pass by the barricade." 


The both guards looked at each other, and 
then hastily rose up their right arm, too. 


"Heil Hitler," they shouted back in unison 


Just the weakly flickering light of a blinded oil lamp fell onto their faces but it was enough to get a glimpse of 
their faces' features. They couldn't have been older than fourteen or fifteen, as Lars assumed. 


Hitler's so-called "Last reserve". 
Those kids had to win the war for The Fuehrer who desperately clung to his insane idea to get the ruler of 
the whole world, and who wasn't interested in the slightest how many lives more it would cost to fulfill his 


longing to be on top of the Great Power. 


Everyone would had to bow to HIM, the former Austrian painter of postcards about whom everybody had 
dared to laugh. 


In the meantime all those with two legs and two arms, intact enough to crawl, had to help by fighting back the 


enemies. Every boy who was old enough to learn how to use a gun, every old man, every girl and woman. 


There was no excuse - except the person in question was the only one left to run a farm because all those 


hungry soldiers had to be feed. 
The civil population doesn't count when it came to the feeding. 


Mostly, there just had been left the farmer's wife, or a daughter, or the old men and women which had given 
the farm to their son, or the eldest son if they had several sons. The daughters weren't supposed to be heirs 


of a farm. 


Those women just had to be able to hold the reins of the drafting bulls for the plough to loosen up the soil of 
the field. The horses had got acquired by the regime to win the war. 


If there weren't any bulls, or even cows, the women had to be their own drafting bulls. 


But sometimes they got help by a prisoner of the war: French or Italian men but in this part of the Third 
Reich the prisoners had been from Russia, from Poland and Romania. 

Usually none of them knew how to do farm work. But if they had been lucky enough to get ordered to help out 
at farm with friendly people, a prisoner tried his best to help running the farm, and not just because he 
wanted to eat, too. 


And the women and old people which had been lucky enough to get a war's prisoner did everything to treat the 
man as if he would have been a member or a good friend of the family, and also both sides had an immense 
interest to learn the foreign a language they never had spoken before, having fun by doing so. Very often they 
developed an intense friendship, risking their lives. 


It was strictly forbidden to fraternize with the enemy otherwise they had to get punished by death. 


But all those Germans, male or female, and usually of very young or very old age - it was all the same - with 
the slightest capability to do so had been ordered to defend their homeland by doing things he or she didn't 


want to do, and what in most cases hated to have to do. 

Otherwise - death punishment. 

They had to help the soldiers at the hidden flak stations to fire at the extremely low flying fighter airplanes of 
the allied nations what flew all over the cities and country sides during the days to get shot every person 


they got sight of. 


A handful of soldiers, kids and elderly people had got outfitted with missile throwers but the ammunition was 
running out. 


Now, the slightly older looking kid of the both "guards" at the barricade cautiously and slowly got near, his 


machine gun ready, the forefinger on the gun's trigger. 
Lars swallowed hard. His mouth was dry because of fear. 


The kid surely hadn't enough practice to handle such a gun. Just the lightest move of his finger was necessary 
to pull the trigger, and then bullet after bullet got fired off to instantly kill James before his body even could 
got down to hit the ground. 


"I am Arnold Bauer, Leader of the local rot of Hitler's boys, and | want to see your ID and your passenger's 
papers, Rottenfuehrer Hetfeld,” the kid said in a firm tone. "And | wanna see them AT ONCE, if you please .. 
Also, you and the guy who's inside the carriage of your motorcycle better don't make a wrong move ‘cause 
my friend and | already HAVE shot several guys which had made themselves suspicious by moving too fast .. 
Unfortunately, they all died because my friend and | have learned how to use our guns, and we are pretty 


expirienced." 
There wasn't the slightest sign of insecurity or fear in his voice. 


James nodded and slightly held up his hands to let the kids know that he didn't think of threatening them by 


doing something "wrong". 


"Yeah, | have noticed at the very first moment your and your friend's well-trained knowledge how to properly 
handle your guns because both of you got the guns ready to fire in the blink of an eye without even having to 
look at them," he said, his tone calmly and neutrally. "So, | am more than willing to instantly show you the 


papers .. But they are inside the coat of my SS uniform, and | have to get them out." 
He slightly laid the main pronounce on the letters SS. 


"Understood" The boy's voice was as calm as James’. "Get them out. Slowly. | wanna see your hands by every 
move you'll make." 

Of course, yes, | understand," James answered, his look constantly on the kid with the gun. "I would give exactly 
the same order, and | have trained my men very hard to obey my orders the very same moment | have 
finished the last word of my sentence .. Otherwise they stupidly would risk their own lives by being too slow 
with their guns and would get killed, and dead men ain't able to kill all the enemies of our Fuehrer's beloved 


Reich any longer" 
The kid's hard glance slightly softened, just enough for James to notice it. 


"Okay, | have to open up the upper buttons of my coat and to reach inside to get my wallet with the papers 
out ... | will use my right hand to do so." 


"Understood," the boy said. "Proceed." 
James was very careful, announcing everything he wanted to do before he started to make a move. 


Finally, he handed his papers over to the kid. The boy didn't take his look off James while he reached his friend 


James’ papers. 


"Check them," he ordered. 


In the meantime Lars shook all over once again. 


Now, he REALLY felt sick to the bones. He was near a nervous breakdown, and again he had to forcefully bite 


his lower lip. 

The wound broke open, and Lars tasted blood. The bleeding of the split lip intensified by every heartbeat, and 
Lars quickly Lars got unable to swallow down all the blood. It ran out of the corners of his mouth and down his 
chin, then it dripped down onto the blankets, soaking them. 

"The Rottenfuehrer's papers are okay," the younger kid said after he had stared at them for a while. 


James suppressed a smile. 


Not without a cause he had had been called "Master Of Forgers" during his complete school time. This title 


brought in a lot of extra money. His parents never got a clue about the illegal activity of their son 


So, he felt a little pity for the both kids. None of them would had get the forging of his passenger's papers - 
and also not the forging of Lars’ bloodstained ID and his passenger's papers. 


James always had a certain amount of prepared and artificially by blood and chemicals ruined ID papers. They 
mostly looked as if someone had got wiped his ass with them, or in best case as if the owner had bled and 
thrown up all over them. 


The smell of those forged papers also never have made it as a worthy candidate for a new cologne. 


So, James easily understood why the kid held Lars' forged and stinking papers just by his fingertips, pulling 


down the corners of his mouth. 


"I'm so sorry for the state in what the ID papers of my cousin are .. But he had got wounded at the front 


near Stalingrad, and just because the fucking Russians had assumed he would be dead he crawled over the 


deserted battlefield, if you don't count the thousands of corpses .. Of course, most of the corpses didn't look 
like human corpses any more after the Russians had been done with getting slaughtered every single man on 
said battlefield .. My poor cousin ain't be able to talk about it without even getting all sick .. Much sicker than 


he already is.” 


James worriedly looked over at the passenger's carriage then he whispered at the both already paled and 
slightly green looking kids, using his stage whisper what was supposed to get overheard easily by the deafest 


guy in the audience of the opera. 


"The poor fucker suffers from Cholera, and the doctors are pretty sure that his pneumonia in reality is an 
open tuberculosis .. | won't be surprised because he spits out blood every ten minutes, and the doctors also 
said that he won't make it very much longer .. But he's my favorite cousin, and | wanna try everything to 
save his life, so | got him out of that really, really awful lazaretto at the Eastern front to bring him to the 
hospital for patients with tuberculosis in the final stadium some forty or fifty kilometers away from here ... 
Well, there ain't much hope but - as | always use to point out as a lawyer - a case isn't lost until he IS lost, 


so | think ..." 


At that point of James’ faked but, nevertheless, AWFUL story Lars started to violently throw up, spitting 
blood and bile over and over, again, while his moans sounded as if he would do his last breathe right now and 
then but not without getting everybody, who was stupid enough to get more than fifty meters minimum near 
him, infected with Cholera and tuberculosis, maybe the Plague, too. 


With a soundless cry the older one of the both boys fainted and fell to the ground. 
The other one held his abdomen while spasms shook him. Doubling over, he croaked: "Go ... PLEASE, GO .. You 
have .. you have permission to .. aaahhhh ... permission to pass by .. Oh, my God, this is .. Aaawwwww .. l'm 


gonna ... gonna ... Aaawwww .." 


He barely reached the bushes nearby before he started to throw up in violent spasms. 


James quickly bent and took the machine gun of the older boy, shoving the gun inside the front of his SS coat. 
He didn't tale both guns because that would have looked too obviously. 


Allowing himself a small smile he turned on his heels, and with several long strides he was at his motorcycle in 


the blink of an eye, getting onto the seat and started the roaring motor of his bike. 


The moaning and spitting Lars nearly would have fallen out of the passenger's carriage but James gripped at 


his shoulder and mercilessly held him down while he firmly had his right hand around the handle of the bike. 


He got the heavily skidding bike around the barricade then he accelerated until the motorcycle had reached 


maximum speed. 


His left hand still was on Lars’ shoulder, holding him down by a steely grip. 


Chapter 6 
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Chapter 6 


Run as fast as you can 
But run with me 
Don't turn around 


Just turn to me 


You aren't safe 
Neither am | 
Lets run away 


To stay alive 


Bullets in our back 
From freezing ice 
Are fired to kill 
To get us dead 


James was an extremely good driver but it wasn't easy to keep the motorcycle with the passenger's carriage 


on the dirty and partly slippery road. 


The road was in a bad state because since long there hadn't been any money to get anything repaired. Snow 


and frost of the last winter had ripped open the asphalt, having left large holes. 


James did his best to avoid the holes but, nevertheless, it was a hell of a ride. His thighs started to ache 
because he forcefully had to press them against the sides of the bike to steady himself. 


Inside the passenger's carriage Lars tried to keep himself from moving too much, also he was busy to stay 
inside the carriage. His injured hands hurt in agonizing pain because he cramped his fingers around the edges of 


the carriage's sides. 


The adrenaline level in his body was at a maximum, now, and got his blood vessels to contract, so the bleeding 


of Lars' lower lip had stopped. He didn't throw up any longer, too. He just felt his pulse race. 


All of a sudden James left the main road and steered the bike into a quickly narrowing, winding road what got 
a stony and dusty way - more a path - leading along the harvested area of farmland into a large and dark 
forest. 


Fortunately, the light of the sun who still laid below the horizon helped James to find the right way. There 


were lots of other small pathways, crossing the one they were driving on. 


Finally, they reached the forest but inside it was pretty dark, again, because the morning's light got blocked by 
the tall trees - most of them pine trees. Lars didn't get it how James managed to find the way, or even to 
keep the motorcycle on the narrow and bumpy uneven forest's path. The bike protested with some weird 


cracking sounds. 
Lars thought that a crash wasn't to avoid. They would hit a tree in full speed, and this would have been it. 
There wasn't any longer the necessity of a machine gun to kill them. One of those tall pine trees would have 


done the job as effectively as the bullets of a machine gun. 


Lars opened up his mouth to cry but then he wasn't able to give a sound. 


All of a sudden, James slowed down the bike, leaving the path. Lars ripped up his arms to protect his face 
against the whipping branches of the bushes. 


He breathed hard. This was too much for him, and tears rolled down his cheeks. He wanted to stay quiet but 
couldn't hold back the sobs and whimpers. After a while he wasn't aware of them any longer because of his 


panic. 


But James abruptly steered the bike into a curve and to a small clearing deep inside the thicket of the 
forest's trees and bushes and brought it to a stop. Then he killed the motor. 


The heated metal of the engine made a fast ticking sound. 
Lars gave another whimper. 


He was sure that he had to die now. James had the dagger of the SS people, and his pistol. It would have been 
easy for him to kill the helpless "Jewish trash" who had no chance to defend himself. 


Again, Lars started to tremble without being able to control his body. He covered his face with his bandaged 
hands. 


The next moment he felt James' arms around him, hugging him tightly. He gave a small, desperate sound. 
"No, please .. Don't cry," James whispered. "Please, don't cry .. You are safe. | won't do you any harm." 
Lars was completely exhausted and paralyzed, now. He was helpless and had no will to fight any longer. 
"Don't cry. Please." James voice slightly trembled, too, but he held Lars tightly. 


After a while Lars weakly moved and turned his head. He buried his face into the fabric of James' black SS 


uniform's coat. 


"Don't have fear," James whispered and started to stroke Lars’ ruffled hair. "Everything's okay, now. You are 


safe. Don't be afraid of me. | won't kill you .. | won't even hurt you." 

‘I'm sorry ... l'm so sorry," Lars sobbed. 

"That's okay, Lars," James said in a quiet soothing tone. "No need to be sorry." 

Lars breathed in sharply then held his breath without sobbing any more. 

James had called him by his first name! He had called him Lars. 

No. 

It must have been a hallucination He was hearing things what hadn't been said, or didn't exist in reality. He just 
was deeply exhausted, and his brain wasn't working normally any longer, so he surely was hallucinating. Or he 
was dreaming. 


He felt James lips on his head then his smile. 


"You better go on to breathe again, Lars," James whispered. "I don't want you to suffocate after everything 


we've gone through." 


Lars gave a very low moan then deeply breathed in and out, gasping for air. He hadn't realized that he had 
held his breath for such a long time. 


"That's good," James quietly said. "Very good. I'm sorry ... | didn't want to frighten you .." 


Lars lifted his head and looked up into James’ face. The light of the morning still was weak but it was enough 


to let Lars see James’ blue eyes. 


"You didn't frighten me," he hoarsely said. "I just have been ... It's .. its so." 


"Surprisingly?" James smiled. "| hope l'm allowed to call you by your first name." 

‘Of course .. Absolutely," Lars breathlessly answered. 

"Good .. Good ... I'm James." 

Lars saw the sudden anxiety in James’ eyes. 

He smiled, too, not caring about the pain in his split lip. 

"James," he whispered. "James ... l'm Lars." 

"Yes, | know," James gave back, smiling. 

They looked at each other for a moment then started to laugh. It felt so good. To both of them. 
Finally, James wiped away the last tears on Lars’ cheeks with his thumbs. 


"Now, let's get all that blood off your face," he said. 


He helped Lars to get out of the motorcycle's carriage and held him by the arm until Lars had enough 
strength to stay on his feet without help. 


All of a sudden Lars got aware of his full bladder. His pretty full bladder. James had given him a lot of tea, 


and now he urgently wanted to relieve himself. 
| have to .. | need to .." he started to say, blushing, unsecure how it was best to tell James about his needs. 


"Yeah, | better should take a leak now, too." James grinned at him. "Are you sure that you can stay on your 


feet, and won't fall down if | gonna turn around?" 
Lars wanted to grin, too, but his split lower lip didn't allow that. So he just nodded. 
"l'm sure." 


"Okay. Call me if you need help." 


It was pretty difficult to unbutton the much too large pants James had given to him, and to get out his cock 
with his bandaged hands and fingers, especially because he urgently needed it, but Lars managed it. 


He didn't want to ask James for help. No way! 


After having emptied his bladder he gave a sigh of relief. To button up the pants seemed to be much easier 
than to get them open. 


Lars turned around and slowly walked back to the motorcycle. James already was back and was busy to get 


lose one of the saddle bags of his bike. He looked up and smiled at Lars. 
"Get back inside the carriage," he said. "It's too cold for you to stay outside.” 


Lars nodded and climbed back into the bike's carriage. That wasn't easy, too, because he nearly lost balance. 


This time James didn't help him, he just watched, ready to get Lars if necessary. 


But as soon as Lars was inside the carriage James went over. He slightly bent and stuffed the blankets around 
Lars as good as possible, making sure that the blood soaked part of the outside blanket was out of the way. 


"Is it okay?" he asked. "Do you feel warm enough?" 
"Yes, but ." 

Lars paused and looked at James, his green eyes wide. He didn't know what to say. 
James just smiled 

"Im good" he answered to the question Lars hadn't known how to ask 


He covered up the wet ground beside the carriage by a piece of tarpaulin then knelt down and opened up the 
saddle bag. As he bent lower he gave a low sound of discomfort and quickly straightened up his upper body. 


"James, don't you feel well?" Lars anxiously asked. "Oh James, you must be injured .." 


He wanted to get out of the carriage but James quickly stopped him by firmly laying his hand on Lars' 


shoulder. Lars stared at him in panic. 


"IFs alright," James said then grimaced. "It's just the ... thing inside my coat what is bothering me .. Don't be 


afraid now because | gonna get the fucker out" 


First he loosened up his SS coat's belt then started to undo the buttons. 


Lars curiously glanced at him. He didn't know about the machine gun because he been occupied by vomiting and 


spitting blood as James had stolen the gun of the unconscious boyish guard after the other one had made an 
Olympic-worth run-off to the bushes near the barricade to throw up because of James horrifying story 
about Lars being deathly infected by cholera and tuberculosis. 


James shoved his right hand inside his coat and slowly pulled out the machine gun. Lars' green eyes went wide 


in shock, and he gasped for air. 

‘I've got lent this nice gun by one of the both kids which had to guard the barricade," James told him, grinning 
widely, after he had made eye-contact to Lars. "Well, it hasn't been the kid's decision, | have to add. | just had 
to take his machine gun because he might have hurt himself by blindly crawling around after regaining his 
consciousness, maybe by falling onto his gun" 

"Wha ... what?" Lars croaked. 


James looked at the gun. 


"Oh fuck, the safety catch isn't activated," he said, clicking his tongue and rising a brow. "That was pretty risky 


as we've driven over all those really bad roads and pathways. | might have shot myself .. How disgusting." 

He laid down the gun beside him after he had clicked in the safety catch. 

"JAMES!" Lars cried out the hastily lowered his voice. "What happened? What have you done to the poor kid?" 
James viciously grinned. 


"Nothing. Really .. Well, except from telling those kids every detail about your very, very awful adventures at 
the Eastern front near Stalingrad, and about ..." 


Lars desperately groaned. 


"THIS part of the events which had happened at the barricade | can remember about," he said, and then he 
gave a moan after he had swallowed hard. "Vividly! | can take a lot but this was too much ... You're a born 


LIAR, James!" 


‘Oh please, don't you hurt my FEELINGS, will you," James answered, sighing dramatically and batting his 
eyelashes at Lars. 


Lars stared at him then shook his head, laughing. 


"Unbelievable. If you might permanently have "lost" your voice because of the Fuehrer's very understandable 
longing to get pleased by your singing abilities, you easily and successfully could make a career as an actor .. 
Now, will you PLEASE tell me what has happened, and how you did arrange it to get the new owner of the 


gun?" 


"Sure, | will do that. There isn't much to tell," James innocently gave back. "Well, | told the guards something 
about your adventures and, of course, about my fears that you might be infected by pretty deadly illnesses .. 
All of a sudden the estimated older kid fainted and fell to the ground. His colleague got sick and had to run off 
into the general direction of some bushes. So, | just had to grab one of those machine guns and our papers, 


and then to run over to the bike." 

He looked at Lars for a long while. Lars didn't look away. 

Finally, James ran his fingers through his short blond hair. 

"You know the rest," he said. 

While he cleaned up Lars face and neck and bandaged his hands, he made Lars drink some more tea with honey. 
He had brought it with them inside his saddle bag. The tea was cold because it had been filled inside a glass 


bottle. 


James also fed Lars small pieces of dry bread, not too much because he knew that Lars had starved for a 


long while, and he didn't want him to throw up. He ate some bread, too. 

"Nothing else?" Lars asked after having watched James for a while. 

| have nothing else to eat," James simply answered, his tone neutrally. 

‘Oh. l'm sorry," Lars whispered. "I thought ..” 

"That a guy from SS would get any food if there ain't no more food to get?" James sadly smiled at Lars. 
"Nope. And | don't like to steal the food of other people, maybe people which have to feed a bunch of hungry 
kids." 

"But ... but you have to eat. You do such a hard job." 

"That's right," James casually said, shrugging. "Usually, our friend, Graf Quirkin von Hammett, gets us some 
food because he's a sly fucker, and because his numerous relatives own large properties of farmland with 
some castles here and there. They don't have money, and some of the castles are mere ruins .. But money 
isn't of much worth, anyway.” 

‘| know," Lars said in a low tone. "And what about the other guy - Neusteat? He .. he will try to find me ... us." 
"He better should watch it," James calmly answered, looking into Lars' eyes without blinking. "He is deeply 


indebted to me. I've forged his papers - all of them. Otherwise he won't have survived for such a long time .. 


His mother and her parents are Jewish." 
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Chapter 1 


WHAT?" 

Lars stared at James, openmouthed and shocked. 

"No, that's impossible ... | can't believe .. No. This guy Neustedt doesn’t even LOOK Jewish... 

James just smiled 

"Do YOU look Jewish? Green eyes, light brown colored hair? How's a Jew supposed to look like, by the way?" 
"| don't .. | don't know .." Lars stammered. "But Neustedt a Jew ... Really?" 


"Really," James calmly answered. "Of course, he likes to point out that he's a devoted Christian .. Right after 
being devoted to the Fuehrer." 


Lars frowned and shook his head. He was confused. 

"I think | don't get it," he hoarsely said. "He's an SS guy. Why should he do that? | don't understand why he is 
doing this ... It's too dangerous. If someone will have a closer look at his papers Neustedt will get dragged into a 
concentration camp in the blink of an eye." 

James laughed then reached over and ran his fingers through Lars' hair. 

"Neustedt's papers are flawless," he said, grinning. "I've done them. It has been pretty easy to forge them, | 
have to add. The guy is BORING, and to do his ID and documents of birth and school, and so on, nearly bored 
me to death, too." 

His fingers briefly stroked Lars' cheek before he withdrew his hand. 


Lars urgently wanted to stroke James’ cheek and blond hair, too, and it was hard to keep his hands to himself. 


But he managed it. 


"But why didn't Neustedt just emigrate in time?" he asked. "This is so crazy .. He's still Jewish." 


"No, he's not .. Not really. His mother converted to the Christian church as she married his father. So he has 
been raised as a Christian .. He and his younger twin sisters didn't know their Jewish grandparents because the 
both old idiots had decided to never talk to her daughter again because she didn't marry the Jewish guy she 
had been supposed to marry .. Instead following her parents' orders she ran away with a man they couldn't 


accept. They even refused to meet him." 

“That's so stupid," Lars murmured. 

"Absolutely." James ran his fingers through his hair then shrugged. "Especially because Neustedt's father - 
and his family - owned several large warehouses and have been pretty rich .. Well, MORE than fucking rich, | 
should say. Always the eldest son was supposed to be the heir of all the shit they had ... But he had to do 
what his parents want him to do - to learn how to manage the firms, and to make a lot of money because his 
ancestors had done the same .. Unfortunately, our dear Jason Noah, as he had been named with as his first 
names before | forged his papers, wasn't much interested in doing so because he wanted to study medicine .." 
"WHAT? No way!" Lars called out, his green eyes wide. "Medicine? Come on! You said he hasn't much brain .." 
"Since when is it necessary for a physician to have much brain?" James said, grinning. "Anyway, | guess that 
Jason would have been a good physician He wanted it so much. Always. Since he had been little .. Nothing else. 
His mother knew about it but he never would have said a word to his father." 

Lars stared at James. Green eyes locked with bright blue eyes. 

A brief shudder ran through Lars' body, and he felt breathless for a moment. James looked so GOOD! 


In the morning light his hair had a beautiful golden shimmer. And those lips! The blue eyes! 
Without being able to stop it Lars gave a small sigh while he slightly dropped his eyelids. 


James opened his lips a little bit, staring back at Lars without blinking. 


Finally, Lars breathed in shakily but deeply to get in control about his lusty thoughts, and he cleared his 
throat. 


"Well, yes ... yes, | .. | see. How comes that you know so much about him? He .. he just seems to be your 


underling ... Well, | thought so." 


James had maintained control about his composure, too, and he smiled at Lars. 


| went to school with the fucker," he said "He was a fucking big mouth because his parents continuously 
supported him with such an amount of pocket money that he always got a headache by thinking hard about 
how to spent all that money .. Well, my prize for doing cheat sheets for him was SLIGHTLY higher than the 
prize for every other guy who asked me to get him a properly done cheat sheet, or a faked certificate about 
being sick while he played hookey for some days instead of listening to all those boring teachers." 


Lars was stunned and stared at James open-mouthed. 
"Unbelievable," he murmured. 


"Yeah. No kid should have too much pocket money," James agreed, grinning. "I had to help poor Jason to get rid 
of it. Unfortunately, it didn't last. All of a sudden he didn't need help to spent his cash any longer ... Because he 


didn't have some." 
"Oh! What happened?" 


"His father had been stupid enough to buy a shitload of bad and risky stocks, as it turned out. He did so 
because his greedy bank manager - his JEWISH bank manager of his Jewish bank - made him believe he would 
get millions and millions more than he had invested." James shrugged and shook his head. "Then, in 1128 one 
stock exchange after another crashed, all over the world, beginning with the stock exchange of New York ... The 
disastrous Black Friday, you know. The fabulous Herr von Neustadt - Jason's real last name, too - has got 
bankrupt. Completely. And he must have been in deep shock because of his failure and his stupidity. We don't 
know for sure because he commit suicide by shooting himself after it has come clear that all the money was 


lost, and also the family's real estates." 
"Oh, no!" Lars shook his head over and over again. "This is awful .. Just ... just horrible!" 


"Well, yeah .. Maybe," James answered without pity. "But a lot of people all over the world got rid of their 
money all of a sudden, too. My parents also lost some of their cash. Not very much because my father 
always has been clever enough to buy gold instead of risky stocks. But Jason's family has lost everything, 


their home - a large villa, of course - inclusive." 
Lars had his fingers pressed against his wounded lips, now. He was shocked. 


"Jason's mother had to go to her rich parents, and she begged them to help her and her children. But the 
assholes coldly turned her down," James continued. "So, she had to sell all of the family's real estates and all 
their warehouses to pay the debts, and then she and the kids had to leave their home .. After that she just 
had enough to pay the rent for a pretty small apartment in a worn down house, but she had to work as a 
cleaning women nine or ten hours a day to afford food and clothing for her children .. The twin girls has been 
too little to help but Jason did his best to bring in some money. He's an extremely talented piano player, and so 
he played in every club or restaurant or bar all over Nuremberg, every evenings and nights ... He used to fall 


asleep in school because he always was completely exhausted. And he started to hate Jews. He got mad 


whenever somebody mentioned something about Jews or Jewish business.’ 
James sighed and ran his fingers through his blond hair. 


"He tried to finish high school but finally he had to leave because his grades got too bad to even think about 
making it to the high-school exam. | lost track about him for a long while because | finished high-school and 
went to conservatory because | wanted to get a professional pianist .. But | had to take singing lessons, too, 
and after the third or fourth lesson my teacher told me to forget the piano because my singing would be 


good enough to make a career as an opera singer .." 
"Good enough, my ass," Lars said and shook his head "You are one of the greatest tenors | ever have heard” 
To his surprise James blushed and cast down his eyes for a moment. Then he looked at Lars. 


"Thank you," he whispered. 


After a while of silence he cleared his throat. 


| was pretty busy to get an opera singer when - all of a sudden - Jason showed up and begged me to forge 
his papers and to get him a perfect Aryan .. He wanted to join the NSDAP because he adored Adolf Hitler, and 
he wanted to make a career as an SS officer. So he needed the papers of a flawless Aryan. | felt pity for him 
because he looked so bad and exhausted, so | helped him out .. He had a job as a piano player in a gay bar, and 
that was risky enough because the owner of the bar was all NSDAP. If he would have found out that Jason 
wasn't a flawless Aryan .. No way. AND in said bar Jason had met Quirkin von Hammett ... The rest is history.” 
Lars adoringly glanced at James. What a guy! 


"You must be very, very well trained in forging documents like those," he said, hoping that James didn't notice 
the trembling of his voice. 


"| am," James answered, grinning. "It's an art, you know. I'm not too bad in drawing and painting, and | always got 
best results in school when it came to arts. I'm not the only talented painter of my family .. Especially my 
mother is an artist extraordinaire .. Of course, my teachers didn't know about my special talents .. Well, the 
last one of my arts teachers suspected something, and he used to stare at me as if | would be an ugly bug. 
Then he caught me by doing some ... well, SPECIAL copperplate engraving. He has been pretty stunned." 


James smiled and raised a brow. 


"But some years later he paid well for the new ID | did for him as he wanted to leave the country without 
problems before the SS could get his ass for being gay." 


Lars stared at James, speechless for a while. 

James held the look of those green eyes. Then, Lars cleared his throat. 

"But you ... you are SS, too." 

"That's right," James calmly answered. "I joined the NSDAP pretty soon after Hitler had won the election 
because | realized that life would be much easier if I'd get a member of one of the organizations of the sick 


fucker. And | choose the SS because | thought that it would be a harmless organization" 


‘| understand," Lars said. "And while being an SS man you helped out a gay guy with forged papers, so he could 
leave the country?" 


"As it looks like, yes." James smiled at Lars. 

"|| see" 

Lars shyly glanced at the blond opera singer. 

"And ... and your family does know about your ability .. | mean, your special arts?" 


"| guess, my mother suspects something. She is pretty clever .. | have thought about asking her to lend me a 
hand," James said. "l'm sure she'd do it." 


"Your mother ... oh, well .. Yes .. And what about your own family? Your wife? And your children? Are they 
informed about your risky 

business?" 

James looked at Lars, silent for a moment. 

"There is no wife, and | don't have children," he then quietly answered. 


"Oh: 


Lars slightly blushed and nervously looked around but wasn't able to concentrate on the forest's trees and the 
bushes, or even the sky. Finally he glanced at James. 


"But you have a partner, | suppose?" he asked. 


James’ facial expression showed no emotion. 


"I HAD a partner," he answered, his voice deadpanned. "A physician. Unfortunately he got forced to join the 
army as an army physician .. He died during the battle of encirclement at Stalingrad as he tried to rescue 
some wounded soldiers .. He got killed by a Russian tank." 
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Chapter 8 


Lars stared at James in shock after James had talked about his lover's cruel death. His pulse started to race. 


His mouth felt dry all of a sudden 


James quickly had turned his head to the side but Lars nevertheless had caught a glimpse of the glittering 


tears in James' eyes. 
"Oh James," he whispered, barely able to breath. "I'm sorry ... I'm so sorry." 


James just gave a light nod but didn't say a word. He still looked away, staring at the forest's trees as if their 


soft whispering held the answer to questions no one dared to ask. 


In the meantime Lars' thoughts went wild. He had heard the rumors about the opera's tenor star being gay 
but he never had believed a word. James Hetfeld always seemed to be surrounded by women, enjoying their 
company. Such a man had just to give the smallest sign that he wanted one of his female admirers, and every 


women would have been all too happy to do what he wished her to do. Even just for one night: 

And there also had been those rumors about James Hetfeld and Lily Bartok, the opera's beautiful soprano 
prima donna, having an affair. There existed a lot of photos from events where he had showed up, the happily 
and adoringly smiling Lily Bartok hanging onto his arm, or always being near him. 

No way that he might have been gay. 

Unfortunately, as a member of the orchestra Lars didn't see what was going on on stage but whenever the 
opera's dramaturgy made it necessary for James Hetfeld to kiss the soprano star of the opera an excited 
whispering all over, coming from the audience, was to be heard. Also, the musicians of the orchestra used to 


give dirty grins if they didn't need their mouths’ to play their instrument. 


Lars never was able to precisely figure out what was going on 


James quickly ran his hand over his face several times and breathed in and out deeply to get back control 


about his composure. Then he turned his head to look at Lars. 
Lars felt tears in his eyes as he noticed the lost and sad look in James’ blue eyes. 


"Oh, no .. no, please, don't cry," James whispered and reached over to run his fingers through Lars' hair. 
"There's no way to change the past - not even if it's the one and only wish you have, and you're in desperate 
hope that you might just be asleep and have a bad dream. Julius is gone, he's gone forever, and | can't do 


anything to change it" 

Lars wiped his eyes with a shaky hand and nodded. 

"| know," he whispered back. "But | feel so sorry for you." 
James gave him a small smile. 


"Thank you, Lars. That means a lot to me. | don't have .. There is no one who would ... | couldn't tell somebody 


else about .." 


"You haven't yet talked about ... this?" Lars was shocked. "No one? But you must have lots of friends .. and 


colleagues .. and your parents, so .." 
James shook his head. "No way! Absolutely no way." 
He rubbed his face with both hands and gave a low groan then looked at Lars, again. 


"Well, my mother knows what has happened. She always can read me like an open book | had to tell her. 
Anyway, she would have asked because | didn't bring Julius with me any longer by visiting my parents." 


"She knew about your boyfriend?" 


"Yes." James smiled. "And she knew him before | have met him .. He was the surgeon who has saved her life 


by doing a last-minute operation as she had purulent appendicitis and was threatened by a peritonitis." 
"Oh! | guess he did well if she's still alive." 


"He DID well," James answered. "Very well. And after she felt a lot better my mother insisted in introducing 
him to me ... Julius loved music, and he loved the opera. He just had seen some not very good photos of me in 
a magazine or the newspapers, and as a singer on stage | never was without the usually heavy make-up and a 
costume, so he wasn't sure how | would look like in real life .. Well, he fell for me at the very first look - and | 
fell for him at the very first look .. But there wasn't a way to let other people know about our love without 
getting into very dangerous trouble .. It wasn't easy to be lovers, we always had to hide. Just one fault, and 
we would had to wear those rose-red patches to mark us as being gay. He didn't want that, | didn't want that 
.. Especially, because to our luck everybody was sure about me having an affair with sweet Lily Bartok. | didn't 


want to stop those rumors, and Julius agreed." 


"And you wanna say that you hadn't an affair with her? That's hard to believe." Lars smiled at James, his 
green eyes wide. "| remember perfectly well the excitement of the audience whenever you had to kiss Lily 
Bartok on stage. | never saw you do that but over the years | finally concluded that you didn't just give her a 
peck on the lips." 


Now James grinned, too, and he was slightly amused. 


‘Oh, | always loved to kiss her, and she loved to kiss me, so we tried to do our best to entertain the audience. 
| guess that a lot of people in the audience have been there regularly just to watch us kissing ... Well, | have to 
admit that open-mouthed kissing and heavy tongue-playing has nothing to do with a standard stage kiss, so | 
understood them ... But making out with Lily in such a way right on stage always got me pretty aroused, and 
Lily loved to feel my erection against her body, so | held her as tight as possible whenever we kissed." 


"Eh, that's ... that's .. well, interesting .. Really .. But .. Well, does that mean, you and she ... | don't know how to 


say .." Lars stammered, blushing. 
"Oh, Lily and | never had an affair," James said, shrugging. "She is lesbian .. a thousand percent lesbian" 
"WHAT?" Lars stared at James with his green eyes wide. "No. Never! No ... Lily Bartok being lesbian? No!" 


"Yes," James gave back, grinning. "Absolutely - yes. Lily lived, or maybe is still living with her woman. | hope 
their house hasn't been destroyed, too .. Her woman is some fourteen years older than Lily, so they are doing 
a pretty good aunt-and-niece show, and said "aunt" owns a very nice house. It's too large for one person, and 
auntie Luise generously offered several rooms to her pretty niece to live in. That's very clever because auntie 


has been - and still is - Lily's singing teacher Lily has met her at the conservatory." 
"Oh." 
Lars thought a while about it before he asked his next question. 


"But ... but it's said you always have Lily with you whenever you use to go out .. Or, maybe, it's the other 


way round" 


"We always did that on purpose," James said and laughed. "You might say we did it to protect each other. It 


was so much easier for both of us to not compromise ourselves." 
Lars nodded but didn't say anything. 
"Of course, auntie Luise has been so nice to escort us whenever possible," James continued, still smiling. "But it 


always has been a hard battle to force her to wear an evening dress - or even a dress. She hates it. She is 
used to wear pants, and all that other male shit." 


| see." Lars smiled, too, not caring about his split lip. "So | guess, she is the male part of the two lovers?" 
"That's right. | hope they are well. | haven't seen them since the opera has been bombed into the ground." 
James looked up to the sky all of a sudden. 


"Oh, fuck! .. Do you hear them?" 


At first Lars didn't get it but then he heard the low flying fighter aircrafts, too, along with their gunfire. They 


were far enough away still but came near very fast. 
"Stay were you are," James briskly ordered Lars while he hastily got to his feet. 


He quickly threw everything he had laid onto the ground beside the bike's carriage into Lars’ lap and was on his 
bike in no time. The bike's motor sputtered then died, and James tried again. And again. 


Lars whimpered in fear but he couldn't have done anything to help. 

Finally, the motor got on, still sputtering, but James didn't let him get off once again 

The motorcycle's carriage violently shook as James accelerated the bike as fast as possible. Again, Lars had to 
do his best to stay inside the carriage. It wasn't easy. 

Then they reached the trees, and James went on to drive until they were deep inside the forest once more, 
above them the tops of the large and tall trees. 

There he killed the engine of his bike and sat motionless for a moment. He breathed fast and labored. 


The roaring sound of the fighter aircrafts had nearly reached them and got more and more deafening every 


second now. 


Lars cried out in panic and covered his ears with both hands while he trembled all over his body, squeezing 


shut his eyes. 


The next moment he got lifted and dragged out of the carriage and into a large group of dense bushes where 


James brought him down, covering him up with his own tall body. Lars had cried out again. 
"Be quiet!" James hissed into Lars' ear. "And don't move!" 


He had Lars pinned down, and Lars had no chance to move, anyway. James had closed his hands around Lars' 


thin lower arms, and Lars felt the warm breath of the singer against his ear and temple. 


They heard gunfire coming near, and Lars tried hard to stay quiet. He rather would have cried but managed to 
keep his mouth shut. 


All of a sudden the gunfire ended and the fighter aircrafts sped up to reach a higher flying level. They raced 
- very closely to the trees tops - across the forest, and then they were gore. 


Their engines’ sound quickly got lower. James breathed in and out deeply and sank his head beside Lars' to the 
wet and rough and dirty ground. 


"God, | hate this," he whispered. "How much | hate this! They are heading to Nuremberg as if the city wouldn't 
be bombed down to the ground enough. Why won't they stop to do this .. The war is lost, anyway." 


"Not for Adolf Hitler and his underlings," Lars whispered back. 

James gave a choked sound. 

'| won't hesitate to kill the fucker. If necessary | would do it with my bare hands .. | won't need a weapon, and 
he'd deserve it .. | can't get the reek of all those corpses out of my nose, and | barely can stand the sight of 
all the dead people - old or young, or little ones - any longer. | can't sleep at night without dreaming about it" 
Lars gave a small nod, as much as he could do because he still was pinned down by James. 


He knew exactly what James meant. 


He wasn't able to take it longer, too. 
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After the shock about nearly being caught and killed by the low flight fighter aircrafts of the Allies slowly had 
eased off Lars got aware of the weight of James’ tall body on his. 


James still hadn't moved. 


Lars felt the pain in his broken ribs steadily grow now. In addition, several broken branches of the bushes they 
laid in painfully poked Lars’ face, neck and bandaged hands. 


He gave a quiet moan. 


James reacted in the blink of an eye and got to his hands and knees. He had wanted to quickly get to his feet 


but his arms and legs shook too much, so he let himself fall down onto his back beside Lars, breathing hard. 


For a short moment Lars felt paralyzed. Then he managed to turn his aching body around, over his back to his 
right side. The pain in his ribs got lessened. 


He laid with his eyes closed for some seconds then he opened them to look at James. 


James had turned his head to the side, and blue eyes locked with large green eyes. 
Lars' pulse quickened and he slightly opened up his lips. 


The light of the morning intensified the blue of James' eyes. They looked beautiful - just beautiful. So beautiful. 


James' short blond hair was ruffled now, and his face was smudged from the dirty ground. Lars didn't look 


better. 
He stared at James, and finally he carefully reached over and used the bandages around his hand to wipe off 
some of the dirt in James face. James' eyelids fluttered and then closed for a brief moment before he looked 


at Lars, again. 


‘|. | never would have thought .. that .. that you would help me to escape after you've busted me last night," 


Lars whispered. "Never." 


"Why not?" James asked, his tone very low. 


‘Isn't that obvious?" Lars had to swallow before he could go on "You've hunted down a Jew who isn't worthy 
to live .. You could have done with me whatever you wanted. Torture me. Beat me up. Whatever. Your men 


would have been amused ..." 


"None of them would have been amused,” James answered. "Not even - and especially not - Jason who has 
problems to control his own aggression and frustration. He has seen enough horrible scenarios, and he had to 
take part in things he never would have thought he could emotionally survive because no one ever can have 
an idea of the cruelty of war and death before hell breaks loose .. No, there hadn't been any amusement in 
torturing a helpless Jew who couldn't defend himself in any way .. Jason's reaction of your answers - or 
better said no-answers - to my questions after we've busted you - hitting you without even thinking about it 
- isn't typical for him in any way .. Well, he hates Jews - or thinks he might hate them - but he isn't a cruel 
guy, and he never would survive if he has to torture and murder Jews, or gay persons, or gypsies ... just 


name it .. in a concentration camp. He would rather kill himself." 
Again, he briefly closed his eyes before looking back into Lars‘ who had listened silently. 


"No one is unworthy to live," he whispered "Unless he makes himself unworthy, for example by acting like a 


monster just to satisfy his perverted lust. In that case he had to get stopped. Immediately.” 

Lars stared at James, his green eyes wide open. He swallowed hard once more. 

"And .. and you stopped ..? | mean ... Did you ..?" 

"Oh yes, | did," James said, his tone low and flat. "In the beginning the SS were supposed to act as police, you 
know. | caught a serial killer in the act and shot him .. His passion has been to slaughter up women and girls. 
Slowly. After he had raped them in ways | don't want to describe." 

James breathed in and out deeply before he went on. 

"| had been after him for a while without being able to get him but then | figured out his killing pattern. 
Nevertheless, | haven't been prepared for the horrifying situation as | caught him as he .. as he did what he 
used to do .. But maybe that has been the cause for pulling the trigger of my gun to finish up the monster 
instead of trying to bust him." 

James slightly shook his head. 

"There wasn't a chance to rescue the poor woman ...| held her hand as she died .. | guess, she didn't realize 
that she was going to die because she smiled at me .. or tried to smile, | should say. The monster had 
destroyed her face." 

"Oh, this is awful," Lars whispered "Oh, how awful." 


"Yes," James whispered. 


This time, Lars wiped off the tears on James’ cheeks with trembling fingers. James barely gave a sound while 


he wept. There were just a few whimpers. 

"You are on the edge of your nerves," Lars finally said in a low tone. "Why are you doing all those things? You 
are an opera singer who's forced to do awful things just because he made the fault to get a member of the 
SS to a time it didn't seem to be the easiest way to deal with the system .. Why are you double dealing?" 


‘| have to," James whispered. "I just have to." 


He lifted his hand and took Lars’, stroking the bandaged fingers with his. Then he pulled it to his lips and kissed 
it, very softly and lightly. 


Lars wasn't able to hold himself back any longer. Despite his aching body he managed to support himself by his 
lower arms and hands then bent and touched James’ lips with his. 

There was a brief pain in his split lower lip but it was gone the very same moment James kissed him back, as 
soft as he had done it to Lars’ fingers. 

Series of shivers from electricity ran all over Lars' body. He felt James’ hand in the nape of his neck, stroking 
Lars' softly and carefully. James was very careful with Lars’ lips, too, and didn't try anything to deepen the 
kiss. 

As Lars lost his strengths and couldn't hold himself onto his lower arms and flat hands any longer, James 
caught him and made him lay down in his left arm. They both breathed fast and hard. Lars' head laid against 
James’ shoulder. 

He wanted to stay there forever. 

But it simply was too cold to do so. 


After a while both men shivered because of the low temperatures and the wet underground they laid on. 


"We have to go on," James said, his voice quiet. "I might survive more hours or another night of freezing 


temperatures but you won't 


Lars wanted to cry but he had to admit that James was right. 


As James told him there wasn't a way to go on with the motorcycle's passenger carriage because it slowed 


the bike down too much and would have been too difficult to control. 


"We can't go on at the main roads," James said while he was busy to re-pack the saddlebags of his motorbike. 
‘Its too risky, and also pretty stupid to so. There will be more low flight fighter aircrafts .. | try to stick to 
the forest pathways and the very small roads ... But they might be in some bad state because nobody had 


cared about them over the last years." 


Lars just nodded. He sat nearby, his back against a tree. James had ordered him to sit down there - and to 


stay there. 


James had finished packing. Now he opened up his coat and slipped it off. Lars couldn't even start asking what 
James had in mind, and why he was taking off his coat, James grabbed at the machine gun what still laid inside 
the passengers carriage and strapped it over his right shoulder and across his chest to his left side, barrel 


directed downwards to the ground after he had made sure that the gun was secured. 
His pistol in its holster was attached to his belt, over his right hip. 


Lars wondered for a moment where James was wearing his SS dagger. AND he was pretty sure that those 


weren't the full number of weapons James had on his body. 


James slipped back on his coat and buttoned it. Then he separated the passenger's carriage from the 
motorcycle. He unscrewed the carriage's registration plates, and without ceremony he ripped a large patch of 
moss off the forest's ground near the tree Lars was still sitting. While Lars watched him with wide opened 
eyes, James dug a flat hole with his hands as good as possible. The ground wasn't too soft because of the low 


temperature. 


Then James shoved the number registration plates, which he had wrapped in some pieces of oiled paper, into 


the hole. 


He covered them up by the soil, doing his best to seal the hiding place by forcefully pressing down the clumps 
of soil and small pieces of wood and dead needles from the trees above. Finally, he carefully covered it up with 


the moss and tried to make it look like a completely untouched piece of moss. 


"Try to remember the place!" he ordered Lars. "I'll hide the carriage." 


Lars looked around and desperately searched for something - anything - what he could use to activate his 
memory brain cells. But everything looked all the same. Trees, more trees, bushes, moss, some last 


mushrooms here and there, every single one of them full of toxic substances, as it looked like ... 


Oh, why not use the mushrooms? There were three larger witches’ circles of poisonous mushrooms nearby, 


surrounding the hiding place. 


Lars still stared at them when James came back, breathing a little hard. 
Lars looked at him with large green eyes. 

"Where have you hidden it so fast? That's unbelievable" 

"There's a large, abandoned fox's earth hole nearby," James answered 
He cleaned up his dirty hands on his already dirty coat then looked over at Lars. 
"Are you ready?" 

Lars nodded. 

"You sure?" 

No. 

No, Lars wasn't sure if he ever would have been ready. 

He nodded once more. 


‘lm ready," he firmly said. 
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Chapter 10 


As James had told him to do Lars slipped his arms around James’ waist to secure himself as he had managed 


to stay on the motorcycle's saddle after having fallen down several times. 


"Put your feet right behind mine," James ordered, looking down to the right then the left side to make sure 
that Lars had positioned his feet in those much too large boots where James wanted them to be. 


"Okay now? Do you think you could stay in this position without falling down?" 
"Positive .. Yes, | think so," Lars answered, cramping his fingers around the belt of James’ SS coat. 
"Good." 


James already had started the engine and held the bike upright by his outstretched right leg, the boot firmly 
planted to the forest's ground. 


All of a sudden he turned his head to look over his shoulder at Lars. 

"Tu parle le Francais, n'est pas?" he asked. 

Lars gave him a small smile. 

"Mais oui. Très bien .. Avec un accent parisienne," he answered, slightly amused. 

James laughed. 

"Very good," he said, smiling. "If necessary you'll be a French prisoner of war, and I'll get you to the place 
where you will help out on a farm to produce the food our brave soldiers need to win the fucking war for the 
fucking Fuehrer." 


"Everything you wish, James," Lars gave back, smiling, too. 


Their eyes met. 


Their smiles faltered then faded. 


James turned his head a little bit more, and Lars lifted himself, still holding tightly onto James. His eyes fell 
shut as their lips met. 


This time they both had their lips opened up, just a little bit - but wide enough to feel the other one's warm 


breathe inside his mouth. 


They shared some soft whispers without coherent words, swallowing and breathing in the air the other one 


had to give while their lips barely touched. 
A long missed, deep and warm sensation of happiness flooded through Lars' body and soul. 


James swallowed the quiet whimpers and sighs of the man with the beautiful green eyes who was snuggled up 


to his back. He needed it so much, and he wanted it. 
He breathed in deeply several times and opened up his eyes, closely followed by Lars. 


"Let's go," James whispered. 


It was a hell of a ride for Lars. He had no eyes for the beauty of the forests and the widespread farmland 


and meadows because he was completely occupied by trying to stay onto the bike. 

He wasn't used to drive a motorbike. 

He had tried it once - a long time ago - as a school friend and later co-musician from the orchestra had got 
the brand new DSU bike for what he had put aside for several years every money he didn't need for food, 
rent, clothing or his - just to be able to buy the motorbike he had dreamt of since his childhood. 


He was a little bit of a freak but Lars liked him a lot, and it never had bothered him to listen to the endless 
stories about automobiles and motorbikes, their unbelievable speeding power, or about the advantages of every 


vehicle compared to another model. 


Lars always didn't get it why his friend had been so fascinated by these overly noisy, awful smelling and 
DANGEROUS transportation vehicles. What should have been wrong with a good and solid bicycle? 


Or with walking on his own feet? 


Besides, their hometown Nuremberg had built up a large net of electrified streetcar routes, so there was no 


need to buy an own automobile or motorbike. 


But his friend had urged him to get onto the brand new bike, telling Lars that it would be the easiest thing in 


the world to drive around, and to control all these "horse powers", whatever that meant. 
So, Lars gave in 
It didn't work out very well. 


The motorbike stayed unharmed because Lars’ friend was there to quickly hop onto the bike's driverless saddle 
and to kill the engine before the machine could got crushed by the next best wall from solid sandstones. 


Lars had been fallen off the bike just several seconds after starting the engine because he hadn't thought of 


putting his hands on to the handles of the bike, and TO KEEP them there as the motorbike started to move. He 
lost balance and fell off, breaking his left elbow. 


This had been the end of his career as a race bike driver. He never tried again 

All this had happened before the war. 

Lars‘ friend and fellow musician was long dead, now. He had been one of the first soldiers killed in action at the 
Eastern front as he had to do his job as express messenger biker on one of the fastest motorbikes of Hitler's 


army, ordered to deliver several secret commands of the Fuehrer's headquarters in Berlin to Prague. 


But he hadn't killed by an enemy - it had been the bullet of a drunken low grade soldier of the German Army 
who had misinterpreted the situation with a guy on a speeding bike and had wanted to stop him. 


Just - Friendly Fire. 


So, Lars had no experience in driving a bike but also none in being a backseat passenger. 
He cramped his thin arms around James’ waist, his body pressed against the back of the much taller and 
muscular man in front of him. 


After a while the rough fabric of James’ SS coat got Lars' right cheek pretty sore, and he turned his head to 
rest the left side of his face against James’ back. 


Then he had to change sides whenever the scratching got too much. 


James was an excellent driver. 


He tried to avoid the multiple potholes, the pools of water and mud and the stones on the small roads and 
pathways as good as possible. But after a while he and Lars were covered up with mud and dirt, their boots 
and pants soaked by icy water. 


Lars' hands felt like ice, too, and more than once his numb fingers lost their hold and slipped off James’ belt. 
He was too weak to compensate by tightening the grip of his thin arms around James' waist. The pain in his 
muscles was agonizing, and he cried out several times, hoping that the noise of the motorbike's engine would 


got drowned out his cries. 


He didn't notice the six very low flying fighter aircraft until James had brought the bike down in full speed. 


They went skidding and came to a stop inside a large group of bushes and small trees. 


There, James grabbed at the screaming Lars and dragged him deeper inside the bushes, away from the 


motorbike. 

Right in time. 

The sharp impact sounds of series of bullets hitting the ground left and right beside them made Lars scream 
in panic until James' hand over his mouth stopped him. His green eyes were ripped open wide but he wasn't 


able to get a coherent picture. 


James breathed hard and fast and pressed his hand against Lars' mouth and face, instinctively keeping his 


fingers from Lars’ nose to let him breath without the chance to start to scream again 

Several bullets hit the bushes and the ground very close to them, and James knew that the fighter aircrafts 
would do a turn, and then start another attack if the soldiers inside of them thought that their bullets hadn't 
killed. 


"Don't movel!" he hissed into Lars' ear. "No sound! We're dead." 


They both laid motionless as three of the fighter aircraft came back in extremely low flight altitude. 


The noise of the aircraft engines cruelly vibrated inside Lars' and James’ bodies, and Lars waited for his head 


to burst into pieces every second, now. 
All of a sudden, the fighter aircrafts speeded to a higher altitude, and then they were gone to close up to the 
other three. Lars and James listened to the quickly decreasing noise of the engines, but they still didn't move 


until they could have been sure that the danger was gore. 


Lars felt dizzy and completely exhausted. He was soaked by ice cold water and nearly deaf because of the 


noise of the fighter aircrafts. And he was sure that he wasn't able to get up once more. He just wanted to die. 
But James mercilessly grabbed the back of Lars' coat and dragged the exhausted man onto his feet. 


Lars immediately collapsed, and James caught him and lifted him easily. 


It wasn't easy to get the motorbike out of the bushes and to start the motor but James just gritted his 
teeth and did it, wiping off sweat and blood of his face several times. 

As he bent to lift Lars onto his arms to get him to the bike, Lars suddenly opened his eyes and looked at him. 
"No," he whispered. "Please, let me stay .. | wanna die .. Please!" 

"No way," James answered. 

"Please ..." 

"Shut up! Just .. shut up!" 

James lifted the small and thin body. He held Lars closely to himself with one arm while he used the other 
arm to steer the motorbike. 

Lars heard his own breathe, and he felt James' arm around his body. Nothing else. 


He lost track of time, and he didn't notice anything what was going on. He just felt the pressure of James' arm 
around his limp body. 


The motorbike came to a stop, and James killed the engine. 

There were voices. 

"Oh, my god, James .. What have you done now?" 

"James, who's this? Oh, let me help you .. Careful .. Oh, you're bleeding, too .. What happened?" 
ll tell you ... Later, okay? Now just help me to get him to bed and to care about him." 


Lars' consciousness faded into black. 
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Chapter Il 


James sat on the small bed inside an also very small room, and looked down at the still sleeping Lars. 


Lars had been so exhausted. He had been fallen off James' motorbike - unconscious - after they had reached 
the farm in a small village at the countryside. The farm belonged to a former schoolmate from primary school 
of James before he changed schools to go to a highschool in Nuremberg. Also, the farmer was one of James’ 
best friends, and they stayed friends as James went to a boy highschool and when he studied music after 
having finished school. 


James had loved the primary school. They had the same pretty old teacher all four years long, and the 
teacher was such a really good soul. He liked all his schoolkids and tried to teach them everything they needed 
for life. He didn't care if a kid wasn't as good in learning as the others. He loved them all. 


Inside James' classroom had been thirty-eight students from six to eleven years. Every age group had an 
extra row of desks, and always two students shared a desk. Of course, James shared his desk with Johann, his 
best friend. They had a lot of fun and always were busy to think about their next prank. Also, they usually 
couldn't have resisted pulling at the girls long braids to get them squealing. 


James really had been sad as he had to go to highschool without Johann. But Johann wasn't as good in learning 
as James, and his father - the old farmer - said that his son was his heir and had to take over the farm 
when he and Johann's mother would have retired. 


As a kid from twelve years Joham had lost his left eye as he had helped his father to cut down several trees 
in one of the family's forests. A large branch of a tree had got bored into the eye and had destroyed it. 


Johann nearly died because of the infection he had to suffer from after the accident. 


Unfortunately he had been short-sighted, too, and had to wear thick glasses. But after he had recovered he 
didn't care much about his bad eyesight because this meant that The Fuehrer Adolf Hitler and his people didn't 
want Johann to get a soldier. So, he was allowed to stay at his farm because he was of no use for Hitler's 


army. Anna was very happy that her husband wasn't supposed to get slaughtered in war. 


The old farmer had died several years ago but Johan's mother Hedwig still lived, and helped on the farm as 
good as she was able to do, being eighty-one years old and having a bad hunchback. She cared about Johann's 
and his wife Anna's children. There were two boys named Georg and Anton, aged sixteen and fifteen, and two 
little twin girls of eight years. The girls were identical twins, and always tried to wear similar looking skirts or 
dresses. Just one of them had a very small birthmark on her lower back which usually was covered up by 
her dresses, so the twins had a lot of fun to do pranks to people who weren't able to know which girl was 
Kathie, and which one was Lina. 


James had learned to make a distinction between them because he noticed small differences in gesticulation and 


facial expression. But it had been hard work to learn about this. 


Johann, his wife Anna and Johann's old mother Hedwig, and all the kids still were good friends of James and 
loved him a lot. As a child James always had been hungry, and the old farmer woman had stuffed him with 
food whenever he showed up at the farm. Of course, he helped with the farm work 


He loved the pigs and especially the piglets. Mostly he had a piglet what followed him all around whenever he 
had been on the farm.lt always had been a big tragedy to him if one of the pigs had to get slaughtered. But 


he never said ‘no' to the wonderful meat and ham after the slaughtering had been done. 


Fortunately, James never had told about Johann to the kids he met in highschool because the kids from such a 


large city like Nuremberg used to think that farmer kids had to be stupid and poor. 


James also hadn't told about the farm and Johann to most of the people he had to do with after school and 
during study, so he hoped that the guys from the SS didn't know about them. 


The room in which Lars still was asleep now was pretty small and already stuffed with the few pieces of 
furniture - two beds, an old rickety wooden table and a stool, and there also was a closet from white painted 
wood. The paint was flaking off but the closet was very solid Inside the closet Johann kept some of his old 


clothes, and luckily he nearly had the same size as James. 


James had got rid of his SS uniform clothes short after his and Lars’ arrival, and got dressed in a pair of old 
pants, a shabby undershirt and an also shabby shirt which quickly had been patched up by the farmer's wife 
named Anna as she saw that there were several holes inside the fabric of formerly white linen. Years ago she 


had ordered her husband to throw away the shabby shirt but he had hid it inside the closet, stuffed behind 


an old blanket, because it always had been one of his favourite shirts. Johann owned it since his seventeenth 


birthday and loved it, so he never wanted it to get thrown away, or didn't get himself to give it to his wife to 


let it rip apart for cleaning rags. 


To find clothes for Lars had been a little more difficult because he was so small and thin. But finally, the 
sixteen year old Georg had given an old and worn through shirt for Lars, and also shabby pants with lots of 
patches on them. There was an old pair of shoes, too, and socks from wool with some holes. Anna had knitted 


them a long time ago, and this time SHE hadn't been able to give them away because she had done them. She 
hated knitting but had been ordered by her mother to do them. 


Lars was sleeping peacefully, and James was so happy just to look at him. Lars briefly had got awake as the 
farmer had carried him to the small bedchamber and had laid him down on the bed James and he had stripped 
the poor guy of the now dirty pants and the other clothing James had given to him, and then they had got 
him dressed in an old rightshirt of Anna The nightshirt had belonged to her trousseau as she got married to 
Johann, It looked pretty weird on Lars but there wasn't another nightshirt what would have fitted. 


Lars had got a mug of warm milk as he had regained consciousness. He thirstily drained the large mug then 
fell into sleep. James also drank some milk and ate a piece of bread then slept some hours, too, because he 


also had been pretty exhausted. 


But before he had gone to bed, he and Johann had wrapped James’ SS-pistol and the stolen machine gun into 
lots of rags, and then they hid them under a large stack of pieces of wood deep down in a cellar of the house 
after the had worked down the stack and then had rebuilt it on top of the guns. They also had hidden James' 
uniform, SS-coat and Lars' borrowed clothes underneath the stack, hoping that no one would have been so 
stupid to get down the stack because they had rebuilt it in a way that it looked very risky to bring it down 
They covered the stack up with larger and pretty heavy pieces from wood to make it more difficult. 


Johann owned several guns, a pistol and three rifles, because he was a hunter - like James - and had to care 


about his own forests and some of other farmers. So, James had access to a gun if necessary. 


The motorbike had been a bigger problem. James and Johann decided to get it disappeared inside the large 
manure pit of the farm. James had no intention to keep the thing because he had decided to stay, too, and not 
to return to Nuremberg. 


This meant he'd been a deserter, and if someone of Hitler's troops would have got that James' life would have 


been worth a shit any longer, and he would have got shot on the spot. 


But James had thought about this problem and had cared about it before he and Lars had left Nuremberg. 


He would have done everything to stay on the farm. As he had busted Lars and had seen those beautiful 


green eyes, he had been stunned. 


It had been love at first sight. 
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Friendly Fire, Chapter 12 


Lars slowly woke up. He didn't open his eyes, and he still was very sleepy. He felt warm and cosy, and this was 
a wonderful feeling. 


Something soft and snuggly covered him up from his shoulders to his feet - and the cosy thing also had got 


wrapped a little around his feet to keep them warm. 


His feet had been cold during autumn, winter and spring since years. His whole body always was cold if there 
had been stormy and rainy days and during the long and hard winters with lots of snow and ice. 


He never had enough clothing to keep himself warm and, of course he had to steal everything what he had 
been in urgent need to stay alive: small amounts of coal or pieces of wood for the only oven he had. But he 
had to steal it from the ruins of houses which had got smashed up by the allied fighter aircrafts bombs. It 
always had been very risky to get inside those ruins because they usually weren't stable and because he had 
to drag away lots of broken sandstones, pieces and furniture - and corpses. It was an awful thing to do this 


but he had no other choice. 


But he never had the mental strengths to take the torn and stinking clothes of the corpses he found. At the 
beginning he cried a lot but after a while he just pressed an old rag against his nose and mouth to keep him 
from vomiting, and to be able to stand the horrible stench. 


Mostly he didn't find eatable food but he didn't shy back from mouldy and stony hard pieces of bread. He just 
was happy to find SOMETHING because nobody on the streets sold food to Jews, fearing to get shot as a 
traitor by the SS men or other people who wanted to get something to eat, too. 


Being Jewish he also wasn't allowed to buy in an Arian store. Lots of Arian people would have given food or 
other necessary things to him, but they always were in fear - and they didn't have enough for themselves 
and their children. There were hungry people everywhere, corpses everywhere, crying and children and women, 
or people yelling and begging for help after their house had got smashed down by a bomb and had buried them 


alive. Lars never had seen so much cruel things his whole life long. 


His befriended musicians from the orchestra supplied him with everything they were able to share but it 
never was enough to fill his stomach, or to keep him warm. He also hadn't electricity to bring some light into 
his small flat. During the last nights he just had a nearly burnt down candle, made from old and stinky fat. The 
candle smelled awfully but gave enough light to let him read some sites of his last two books. One of the books 
was an old and tattered music book he had done himself by getting small holes inside several sheets of music 
notes and getting the sheets tied together with rotten pieces of a thin rope. The other book was a book about 
the history of the middle age, and Lars loved it a lot. 


While doing the tying of the music note sheets he constantly thought about using the pieces of rope to 
commit suicide by hanging himself, but he wasn't able to do so. 


He thought about his family and the shame he would have brought them by killing himself. He didn't know if 
his brother and his parents had reached a hiding place, and if they still had been alive. But he intensely hoped 
it. 


Lars always had been a guy who tried to think positively, so he was sure that there HAD to be some hope, 
sometimes and somewhere over the world, and that it would have been a sin to commit suicide. 


Most people knew that The Fuehrer, Adolf Hitler, had to be a very sick man because his left arm and one leg 
trembled a lot, so he usually kept his left arm behind his back to hide it, and lots of people whispered that The 
Fuehrer suffered from Parkinson's disease, but nobody openly spoke about this. They just saw the symptoms 
whenever Hitler visited his beloved Nuremberg or the opera in Bayreuth to hear and see the operas of 
Richard Wagner he was so fond of. They mostly knew, too, that Hitler needed large amounts of medicine, and 
that he got cocaine and amphetamines to stay awake, and barbiturates to let him sleep two or three hours 


per night. 


Some people whispered that The Fuehrer would have been too sick to stay alive much longer because he looked 
so sick and pale but no one believed that this would have happened soon enough. AND then there would have 


been his underlings who would have wanted Hitler's position as a leader of the Arian people. 


The Fuehrer hadn't told about a person who would have taken his place if he'd die. His followers believed that 
The Fuehrer never would have died because he was their god. They had seen that he got wounded badly as 
Graf von Stauffenberg and his men had tried to kill him, but he had survived the attack. Von Stauffenberg and 


his people got murdered. 


After the failure to assassinate Hitler, Lars got sad more and more. He hadn't enough food, he had nothing to 
keep his body warm enough, and he got thinner and thinner. 


His strength deteriorated more and more, and fits of dizziness constantly weakened him more. 


Trying to run away from James and his SS-men had been the hardest thing he ever had done, and he had 
been sure to get shot as James had stopped his attempt to flee. 


Now he felt so good and warm and for a moment he didn't know, if he still was alive, or not. 


But then he heard a soft voice, and there was music. The voice was singing an aria from an opera Lars loved a 


lot. All of a sudden, Lars knew who the singer was: James. 


He opened up his eyes and looked into James’ pair of blue eyes. James sat on the edge of Lars' bed, singing to 


him, smiling at him. 

Lars' green eyes went wide. 

Open-mouthed he stared at James. He moved his lips but didn't speak. 

James was such a beautiful man, and his eyes looked like the sky on a bright winter day. How could it have 
been possible that such a beautiful, tall man with hair of the exactly shade of blond Lars loved so much sat 
on the edge of his bed, singing at him with such a wonderful singing voice? 


Then, James finished the aria but he smiled, again. 


Lars' lips formed an "oh" but he wasn't able to give a sound. James looked at him then he bent down, and his 


lips met Lars’. 


Lars gave a small whimpering sound as James’ lips touched his. Deep warmth grew up inside his body, and he 


shoved down the duvet which covered his body to get his arms around James’ neck, kissing back hungrily. 
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Friendly Fire - Chapter 13 


James went on to softly kiss Lars’ lips, and then he opened up his lips and the tip of his tongue carefully 
touched Lars' mouth, slowly running along the beautifully shaped upper lip he also had fallen in love with the 
moment he had seen it - when Lars had turned around as James had stopped him from trying to run away 


from the SS-men. 


He exactly remembered the moment as Lars had parted his lips in fear and shock because the barrel of 
James’ pistol had got pointed at him. Lars had been sure to get shot on the spot. 


But James never would have done anything to hurt the man he had fallen in love by first sight. He rather 
would have shot himself. 


As the tip of his tongue softly played at Lars' upper lip, Lars slightly opened up his mouth to give James 


better access. 
And then his own tongue touched James’. 


Both men shuddered because of pleasure and excitement and gave quiet moans and whimpering sighs. Lars 


hadn't done anything like this since years. 


Their tongues touched another but none of the men deepened the kiss, fearing that the other one would have 
shied back. But Lars' arms were around James' neck, and James' hands softly touched Lars’ face, stroking it 


with his fingertips. 


The, James gave a whimper and carefully broke the kiss, his eyes still closed. His breathe came fast. Lars 
looked at him then his fingers slid along James’ cheeks and his neck, until he laid them down on the duvet. 


James needed some moments to get back control about his composure then he slowly opened his eyes. His blue 
one pair looked in a green pair of eyes, green like emeralds, or as green as a small lake inside a forest while 


some sun beams touched the greenish water, causing sparkles of gold on the water's surface. 


Then, James slightly lowered his head and looked down at his own hands which still lay on Lars shoulder. 
‘I'm sorry," he whispered. "| shouldn't have done this .. Please forgive me." 

"There isn't anything what needs to be forgiven," Lars whispered back. "You are so beautiful ..." 

"But .'m gay, and .. 

Lars smiled at him after he had laid his fingertips to James’ lips. 


"Do you think | would have allowed you to kiss me if | wouldn't have wanted to be kissed by you, James?" he 


softly asked. "I'm gay, too." 
"You are ..?" James eyes went wide. 


"Gay? Oh yes, I'm gay. | guess | always was but | tried to love my fiancée ... She's a lovely and beautiful girl 
but | never fell in love with her. Never. | really tried hard, and | had to hide it but .." 


"But your parents wanted you to marry her." 


"That's right .. And | WOULD have married her. | also would have done my best to get children with her. | 
always thought about the many, many other gay men who had managed to do it .. Just think about all these 
princes and kings who had been known being gay, but they managed to give five or six - even seventeen or 
eighteen kids to their spouses .. Well, the great king of Prussia, king Friedrich Il never visited his wife's 
bedchamber, so they never had children But for me there wouldn't had been a way to refuse the marriage 
with my fiancé, and if | would have had the courage to break the engagement everybody would have thought 
that she wouldn't be worth to get married, or would be mad or ill beyond tolerance limits. No other man would 
have looked at her the rest of her life, and her parents - and mine - would have been deeply ashamed if | had 


cancelled the marriage ceremony, all of them won't have spoken a word to me after I'd done that .. There 


wasn't a way to get out, but .. But then ... then ..” 
He stopped and looked to the side - at the wall beside his bed. Tears were in his eyes. 
James deeply and slowly breathed in and out several times. 


"But then they left the country, right?" he asked. 


Lars gave a small nod. 


"They emigrated as her parents noticed that something very horrible would come up, and the rest of MY 
family followed short after. |.. | stayed back, and | said | couldn't have given up the orchestra, but | ... I'm so 
ashamed about this, but | have been glad as my fiancé and our both families had been gone .. | just hope that 
they have reached a safer place where they can live and have a new future .. | guess that my brother has 
got supposed to marry her, but | thinks he always had been very fond of her, so | guess he'd be a much 
better husband that | ever would have been able to be." 


"Maybe, but you don't know for sure .." 


"I AM sure. She never seemed to too happy about the arranged engagement but she also had no mental 
strengths to decline .. And she never would have stayed with me because we all lived in fear to get deported 
to the concentration camps .. A lot of our friends and family members vanished over night without leaving a 
sign, as it looked like at first, or we got it that the SS and the Gestapo ‘visited’ them, and after those ‘visits’ 
they were gone, too, leaving back everything of worth they had had. Of course, Hitler's guys reappeared to 
steal everything - all their beautiful paintings, the jewels, the porcelain, the clothes, the money - everything. 
We tried to rescue the items we could have got, but it wasn't much ... And we all knew that we never would 
be able to give those items back to their owner ... | have sold the last figurine from majolica porcelain last 
year, just to get two eggs. The majolica figurine surely must have been worth two- or three -thousand 


dollars but | got only two old and badly smelling eggs. And after | had eaten them | got so sick, | thought I'd die 


"Oh Lars, l'm sorry, l'm so sorry, | don't know what to say .. | am sorry, so sorry ..” 
Tears ran down James’ cheeks, and he tried it away with his fingers without much effect. 
Lars shook his head over and over, again. Hot tears burned inside his own eyes, too. 


"No, you don't need to be sorry. Please, don't be sorry .. Please, don't even think you have to be sorry for 
anything what has happened to me, or what Hitler's murderers have done," he whispered. "YOU aren't a 
murderer, and YOU have rescued me ... You have rescued me by threaten your own life, and you still may get 
shot or hanged if someone will tell Hitler's murderers about what you have done for me .. You have to go 


back as soon as possible to be safe .." 

"| never would be safe," James calmly said. His blue eyes looked sad. "I'm gay. Everybody who knows about it 
could give me away if he or she would get tortured by the Gestapo .. I'm doing espionage to support the allied 
nations with information about what is going on ..” 


"You are doing ..WHAT?" Lars ripped open his eyes in panic. He started to cry. 


"No, no, please, don't say things like these. Don't do things like these .. PLEASE,” he begged James. "Please stop 
doing this, James .." 


‘lm sorry, but | have to," James answered, softly Touching Lars' face, wiping away the tears which came in a 
constant flow. "| can't stand the terror any longer. | want it to end, and if | can help to end it, I'd do whatever | 


am able to do. | want YOU to be safe - and alive. No one should be able to do you any harm." 
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Chapter 14 


„Oh, James, please don't go on with your espionage to support the Allied Nations, | beg you so much .. oh, 
please, James. |.. |.. | don't want you to die .. Please, don't to this," Lars begged James. His green eyes were 
wide in angst, and his thin fingers were cramped around James' arm. "I won't stand it to loose you .. You saved 
me, but I'm sure that the guys of your SS troup are behind us to finish you up and getting me transported to 
the next concentration camp .. Maybe, they'll shoot me too. | won't .. | won't mind getting shot myself because 
my life isn't worth a shit, anyway .. But | don't want YOU to get shoot, | won't stand it to watch you die .. Oh 


James, you have to give up the espionage .." 
James deeply sighed, stroking Lars’ pale face and smoothing back Lars' now cleaned up hairs. 


"I can't do that, Lars, but | won't be able to do a lot of espionage now, anyway," he calmly said. "Ill try to hide 
myself - as best as | can do it. I've to protect you, and | talked with Johann and Anna about it ... | don't wanna 
die, too, but there's the fucking SS tattoo at the skin of my left arm pit, and how should | get this off from 
me. If I'll cut it out everybody will see the maybe still fresh wound, and every soldier of the Allied Nation will 
know that I'm Hitler's man - or have been ... They all are informed about these tattoos, and I'm pretty sure 
that they have got ordered to kill every man - and woman - who has an SS tattoo right inside the skin of his 
left armpit." 


"But James, you aren't a Gestapo guy, and the Allies do fear the murderous Gestapo guys more than the SS 
men," Lars tried to explain to James. If the Allied Nations will win the war - and | do hope so much about this 
- I'll swear that you has rescued me, and l'm a Jew, they will believe me. So, please don't do any more 


espionage, because I'll help you to get out of this ..” 
James gave a bitter sneer. 


"Don't dream about anything like this, Lars. The Allies don't know the difference between the Gestapo and the 
SS organisations .. | tried to stay a low grade SS man, and this hadn't been an easy thing .. And | tried to 
protect my men, especially Jason and his lover, and this have been pretty difficult enough, too. I'm so 


exhausted nowl'm so deeply exhausted” 


He sank his head and his forehead touched Lars‘. His warm breathe caressed Lars’ skin. 


"But | had to rescue you, Lars," he whispered. "I had to do it, and l'm thanking you so much for your 
confidence. You haven't known about my motifs, and so it has been a huge risk for you to let me get you out 


of Nuremberg without questioning my decisions." 


"| never would have questioned just a single one of your decisions, James," Lars whispered back. "I didn't know 
why you've done this for me, | just knew it's right, and | never have felt so safe my whole life long ... No, stop! 


| DO know why | did trust you and still will go on to do it." 


He paused and looked to the side, biting his lower lip with tears in his green eyes. James waited. He didn't want 
to ask, and he didn't want to force Lars to come up with something what wouldn't have felt right to both of 
them. 


Finally, Lars breathed in deeply and turned his head back at James’, looking deep into those blue eyes above 


him. 


"Because | love you," he whispered. "I love you so much, James .. At first sight, | guess ... | just love you. 


That's all | can tell you." 


James gave a sob of relief and then felt a warm wave of love and happiness run up from his toes to his head. 


He bent lower and smoothed his cheek against Lars’. 


‘| love you so much, too ... | haven't lost all hopes that something like this ever would have happened to me 
after my partner had got killed on the front because of this murderer Hitler .. But when | saw those beautiful 
eyes of yours - and your lips - a thunderstruck hit me in full force ... I've got so stunned but had to keep up 
my role because of my men ... It has been so hard to me, so much pain, and as Jason has hit you, a 
murderous impulse shot up inside me, so | nearly lost control about my composure ... My fingers already had 


gripped my pistol but it would had been too stupid to get the fucker shot ..” 


‘I've noticed that your hand laid onto the holster of your pistol," Lars quietly said He slowly stroked James' 
blond hair. 


James lifted his head to look into Lars' beautiful green eyes. 

"You've seen this?" 

Lars just nodded. 

James gave a low moan then bent to kiss Lars. This time they opened up their lips at the very first touch, 
and their tongues carefully tasted and touched the other mar's, but then they both deepened the kiss and 
explored the other one's mouth, still doing this very carefully and softly. 

James' lips were warm and felt like silk but Lars’ lips still were cold. He felt very comfy inside his bed with all 
the thick plummets all over his body and his head on a thick and warm cushion, but the air inside the room 
was pretty cold because there wasn't an oven or another source of heating. 


The very small window of the room showed the grey sky of a late autumn's day, and there was rain outside. 


James had put an old oil lamp on the small and shabby nightstand beside Lars' bed. The lamp didn't give much 
light but enough for the both men to see what they wanted to see. 


James touched Lars’ left side of the head with his right hand, softly playing with the short strands of Lars’ 


hair. Lars just looked at James. 
"You're so beautiful," James breathlessly whispered. "So beautiful.” 
Lars gave a soft and happy sigh. His thin fingers were in James’ blond hair, too. 


"YOU are beautiful, James," he whispered back. 


Several knocks at the wooden door of their small room got Lars and James out of their trance. 
"Who's this?" Lars anxiously whispered and tried to hide beneath his plummets. 


But James softly pulled the plummets down a little, so Lars' face was to be seen again 


"Please, don't worry," he said in a low tone. "I know this knock very well. H's Anna, the landlady - the farmer's 


- Johann's wife ... They are good friends of mine. So, don't have fear." 


He quickly stood up and went to open up the door. Indeed, it was Anna who stood outside with a large tray 
what was covered up by dishes of bread, butter, salad and fruits .. And large mugs of hot tea. 


Her cheeks were red from cooking and working on the farm. She just had milked the cows, and so large glasses 


of milk stood on the tray, too. 

James quickly took the heavily loaded up tray from her and she beamed at him. 

"You two young guys have to eat and drink, you're much too thin, especially the young man inside his bed, the 
poor guy," she told them in a friendly and lovingly tone. "We have to get a lot more flesh onto his ribs ... I'l 
feed him." 

Lars tried to sit up but he was too weak and the plummets to heavily to get easily lifted up by him. 


"Madam, how should | thank you for all this .." he started to say but Anna just gave him a smile. 


"Don't you worry, young man," she answered and winked at him. "There's a lot of work to do to run the farm .. 


But firstly you have to get A LOT more flesh onto your ribs." 
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Chapter 15 


Lars laid in bed for nearly two weeks until he had back enough strength to get up for he first time. He already 
had been in a bad shape as James and his SS men had busted him, barely able to keep himself on his feet 
without help, and then he had caught a severe cold while fleeing out of Nuremberg with James. 


Soon after he had woken up for the first time and after he and James had kissed and talked about their love, 
Lars started to cough, and his temperature quickly rose. He looked very sick and pale. There was no power left 


inside his thin body. 


He was feverish and shivering fits or attacks of massive sweating weakened him even more. He slept most of 
the time, but in his feverish dreams he cried out and was disoriented, he even tried to push James away and 


hit at him because he feared to get transported to a concentration camp by the tall blond man. 


It was hard for James because he wanted Lars to feel safe, but he knew that the fever caused Lars' horrible 


fantasies. He also knew that it was the fever what got Lars anxious and paranoid. 


He sat beside Lars' bed and watched over him, tears in his eyes every now and then, hoping that Lars wouldn't 


die because of his fever and exhaustion. 


He and Anna intensely cared about Lars - mostly James, if Lars accepted it - and fed him whenever possible, 


washed him, and did everything to get Lars comfortable. 


Anna quickly had got it that the both men had been fallen in love. She was glad for James who had suffered 
so much after his beloved partner had got a victim of Hitler's insane war, and had got killed on the eastern 


front. 


After he had lost his former lover to the Grim Reaper, James suffered from deep depression but had to hide 
it as good as he could have done. Anna and Johann - and also James' parents - secretly had feared that 


James would commit suicide because of his loss. But James hadn't thought of anything like this. 
He wanted revenge. 


So, he decided to increase his activity as a spy for the Allied Nations. As an opera star his possibilities to get 
information about what was going on inside the inner circle around Adolf Hitler were much better compared to 
another ‘unknown low-ranked SS man. James always had wished to stay low-ranked. He hated the Nazi- 

organisations but had to join one of them to have the chance to start his career as an opera tenor. Otherwise 


he wouldn't have got a job - nowhere. 


Every director of an opera or a theatre feared to get severe problems with the Nazi regime if he'd give a job 
to a singer or actor who wasn't accepted by the regime. James never would have got a chance if he hadn't 
been part of the system. 


But his outstanding singing voice and his talent caused his extremely successful career from the very 
beginning on. He was an extremely good tenor with the capacity to sing the very difficult solo parts of operas 
Hitler favoured. 


He also was actor and singer in several movies based on operas, so he got famous very quickly. He looked very 
good what made it even better. He was the typical Arian with clear blue eyes and blond hair, very tall and 


muscular. 


Now, everybody wanted to be seen with the famous opera singer, wanted to get photographed with James, or 
to get his autograph. And the women - married or not - swarmed around James, hoping for more than just a 


smile from him. There wouldn't be any problem for him to get laid every day or night. 


But he wasn't interested in getting laid by these women. He rather would get laid by men - but he had to hide 


his sexual preference if he wanted to stay in the game. 


A lot of Hitler's high-ranked underlings were gay, too. This was very well known. But nobody talked about this 
fact. It would have been a deadly fault to talk about it because none of Hitler's favourites was allowed to be 
gay. Gay people were supposed to get transported to a concentration camp to get killed because of their sexual 


perversion. 


There were a lot of rumours that Hitler suffered from an ‘unknown’ sexual perversion, too. His fiancée, Eva 


Braun, never saw him inside her bedroom, and it was a very well known fact that he suffered from the 


anomaly of having just one ball. Of course, nobody talked about this. 
Everybody knew - but no one dared to talk about it. 


He was very fond of his favourite dog Blondi, a German shepherd, and he never left his Berlin headquarter 


without the dog. 


James was okay with this as long as he got the singing parts he wished to get. And as long nothing else 
happened. But then Hitler got insane more and more and provoked World War Il. 


James secretly managed to get the information he needed to support the Allied Nations as intense he could do. 
He had stolen the daily code book for the ENIGMA code machine, and also one of the ENIGMA code machines, 


so he was able to de-code the orders of Hitler's headquarters and to deliver the information to the Allies. 


After D-day he hoped that the war would have been finished up soon but Hitler was possessed by the 
paranoid idea that he was supposed to be ruler of the whole Earth, mostly caused by his addiction to cocaine 
and amphetamines, and he rather got slaughtered up his soldiers than to give in. 


To James' horror and shock the bombs of the Fighter aircrafts of the Allied Nations destroyed most of the 
cities all over Germany - including Nuremberg. The opera was a ruin, and James had lost his job as an artist, 
and most of the people who had tried to bath in the popularity of the famous opera singer had died, too. 


But James still had his job as an SS-Rottenfuehrer what allowed him to stay in Nuremberg instead of getting 
ordered to join the army, and to get slaughtered up at the Eastern or Western front. 


He did his best to make sure that the destroyed city kept a certain amount of discipline, and that no one killed 


other people just for getting some food or money. 


It was a very hard job. And James got exhausted more and more. His emotions died because of the horror he 
had to witness, because the unbelievable amount of corpses of children, old people and other adults. He tried to 


stop thinking about the cruelty of war as good as he could do. 


He was sure that his men from his SS troop didn't manage to suppress their aversion, too, but none of them 
had the strength to talk about this. Everybody feared to get transported to a concentration camp because of 


insubordination No one wanted to die because he had talked too much to the wrong people. 


Now, James sat beside Lars bed or slept in the other small bed on the opposite wall. He didn't want to leave 


Lars alone. 


The neighbours of the farm knew that there was a French war prisoner who hadn't enough to eat for a long 
while and was in a very bad shape now. The other farmers or people of the small village didn't know James 
very good and they just knew that he had been a comrade of Johann from school. Nobody asked too much 
questions. For them James just was a soldier, wounded at the front, and now back to support Johann and Anna, 


along with the French war prisoner who still was too sick to work 


Everybody perfectly knew: Don't hear anything, don't see anything, and keep your mouth shut. 


James was happy as Lars’ body temperature finally went to normal - slowly but constantly. Lars’ 


disorientation vanished, and he partly realized what had happened. 


He tried to remember as much as possible and was so ashamed, so he wanted to make it up to James. But 
James told him that there wasn't anything to make up. Lars was desperate because he thought that he had 
hurt James. 


James WAS hurt but not because of Lars. He was sad because of the hopeless situation and the knowledge 
that everything was lost and over. He knew that he would have been a dead man if the Allied Nations would 
find out about his SS membership - an Allied spy or not. 


He just wanted to have enough time to show Lars his love, and to get loved by him. 
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Chapter lb 


l'm so sorry, James, and | feel so guilty because I've pushed you away from me .. And I've hit you! This is so 
.. $0 awful," Lars whispered. He lifted his eyelids to be able to shyly look at James. "I'm sorry. l! m so sorry, 


James .. Please, forgive me .." 
Tears were in his eyes as he shyly looked at James. 


Lars, there isn't a cause to be sorry. You have been feverish and hallucinated a lot in your delirium from 
fever," James calmly answered. "Stop feeling guilty, please. There really isn't a cause to feel guilty or sorry .. 
You have been out of your mind and have been in fear to get killed, so you have done what everyone would do 


in such a life-threatening state to save his life .." 


‘Ive been in a life-threatening state?" Lars voice trembled and his green eyes were wide open in shock. He 
stared at James in disbelieve. "Oh, this is .. Ooohhh! | ... | didn't realise that | have been ... | thought ... Oh, | don't 
know what | have thought ... | don't know what has happened ... Life-threatening?" 


"Yes. Your body temperature had reached the critical point, and feared that you'll die," James hoarsely but 
slowly said. He had to swallow several times. "As it looked like, you suffered from pneumonia ... We don't know 
for sure because the only doctor of this village had to join the medical personnel of Hitler's army, but your 
symptoms were clear enough ... IT was horrible, and | nearly couldn't have stood it .. | love you so much, Lars, 
and thinking about losing you is a nightmare .. But the crisis didn’t last so long. Anna and | tried to cool your 
body down with everything we had, and washed you with icy water over and over again .. | was so much 


relieved as your fever subsided and as you slowly came to your senses." 
He breathed in and out deeply, his head lowered, so he didn't look at Lars. 


‘Oh, my baby," Lars whispered. "I love you so much, and | won't leave you .. You are the man | always have 


waited for." 


James looked up. His heart rate had shot up, and he breathed hard and flatly. A single tear ran down his right 
cheek, and his lips trembled slightly - exactly like Lars' whose eyes were full of tears, too. 


They looked at each other, and green eyes melted into blue eyes without noticing anything around the tunnel of 
love which had captured them because they wanted to get captured. 


"You are so beautiful,” James finally whispered. "| never have seen such beautiful lips .. And your eyes are like 
green lakes deep inside a magical forest, with lots of secrets inside of them .. Maybe there's a ‘Lady of the 
Lake' with a sword like Excalibur, waiting for me to take the sword and to make sure that no one ever could 


hurt you because l'm your knight who would do everything to keep you alive and well” 
Now, tears ran down Lars’ cheeks. 
No one ever had said words like this to him. He never had heard that he would be beautiful. 


He lifted his arms, and his fingertips touched James’ lips, caressing them softly and carefully. James parted his 
lips to give Lars' more access. Then he kissed Lars’ fingertips, and then he closed his own fingers around Lars' 
to make him stop. 


Lars smiled, and slid his arms around James’ neck while James bent lower to touch Lars’ lips with his. 


The explored each other by soft, short lasting kisses along the lips of the other one, feeling the silky skin. Lars 
upper lip was beautifully shaped like a cupid's bow, and James already was addicted to it. He ran his own lips 


along it over and over again. 


Finally, they both parted their lips and deepened the kiss. Their tongues alternated in exploring the other one's 
mouth, and it seemed that their lips melted together. Hot breath from their noses caressed the cheek of the 


other one. 


Lars gave a series of whimpering sounds of pleasure. James softly moaned. His fingers ran through Lars hair 


while Lars stroked the nape of James’ neck, fingers splayed. 


They kissed and caressed each other for a long time. Finally, they both got breathless and had to stop. James 
straightened, his eyes still closed He had an erection but he tried hard to ignore it because he knew that Lars 


still was too weak to have sex. 


Lars hand laid on James upper thigh, and his fingers fleetingly and softly ran along the length of James' erect 


cock. James gave a moan, and Lars’ did the same. 


But then James closed his fingers around Lars' to stop him. 


"Not yet," he whispered. "I want you to be strong enough and to be able to enjoy every second of us sleeping 
together." 


Lars nodded. 


"You are right," he said in a low tone, followed by a sigh. "Let's wait a little longer .. | would want you now - 
but I'm still really too weak." 


After they both had cooled down a little, James continued with what he had done before the intermezzo of 


kissing and caressing. 


He sat on the edge of Lars' bed and massaged Lars left arm to loosen up the tensed muscles. He had 


massaged Lars' limbs and back every day since Lars had regained his normal brain function 

Lars loved it. 

He still was too thin but his muscles were painfully tensed up and hard because in Nuremberg he always had 
to run in fear of the SS men who easily would have identified as a Jew who didn’t wear his yellow David's star 
on his coat as requested. He was in constant fear to get deported to a concentration camp where he would 


have died a cruel death. 


But now he sighed in pleasure as James’ long, sensible fingers loosened up every knot and all the tensed fibres 


of his muscles. 

"Mmmmhhh, James, this feels so good," he moaned. "Where did you learn it?" 
"Nowhere." James smiled. "I'm a natural." 

‘Mmmmhhh, you're a REAL natural .. Do you have more natural talents?" 
"A lot," James quietly laughed. "I guess you'll be pleased." 


‘Ooohhhh," Lars sighed and closed his eyes, smiling. 


After James had finished the massage of Lars’ arm he told him to lay down on his stomach, so he could get 


massaged Lars’ back. 


Lars turned around and laid his forehead to his arms onto the pillow. James had some oil what Anna had given 


to him, and he poured a good amount onto the skin of Lars' back before he started his massage. 


Again, Lars nearly purred because of pleasure. The feeling of James’ long finger kneed his muscles was so 


intense. Lars gave soft sighs. 


James felt a deep pleasure, too. Lars’ skin was as soft and delicate as silk, and it felt wonderfully to touch it - 


and to pleasure Lars by loosening up the tension of the muscles. 

He ran his thumbs along Lars's spine as Lars turned his head to the side all of a sudden. 

"James?" he asked. 

"Mmmhh?" 

James didn't stop his massage. 

"Are you sure that the men of your SS troop don't get it that you have made an escape by taking me with 
you? | mean, this Neustedt guy might be an asshole but he surely isn't too dumb to get it .. You know him 
since a very long time and you have forged his ID papers. | fear that he will try to hunt us down .." 


James stopped massaging Lars' back and breathed in deeply. 


"He can't hunt down two corpses," he calmly said. 
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Chapter I1 


„Corpses? Two .. two corpses?" Lars voice trembled in shock. "Oh no! James, what have you done? It's sounds 


awfully .. Please, no, what have you done?" 
"| left two corpses," James quietly said. 
Nothing else. It was clear enough. 


Lars was too shocked to be able to say anything for a while. He slowly turned around to lay on his back then 
stared at James with his eyes wide and his mouth hanging open. 


James didn't look away. He held Lars’ look. His clear blue eyes were calm. 
Lars breathed in deeply. He was in fear - not for himself but for James. His body shook. 


‘James, you killed two people, and you ... you surely have destroyed their faces to make them look like us ... 
being dead?" he whispered. "| mean .. | mean that everybody would think they would be .. us?" 


‘Of course not," James calmly said. "I'm no murderer, and never have been, and | also never would do anything 
like this .. The corpses already were there. Lots of corpses, to be precise, all over Nuremberg. You just have 
to pick up one, or two or three, how many you want to pick up ... All of them victims of the last bomb attack, 
or the bomb attacks of the last nights. So, | just had to search around inside the ruins of the houses nearby 
a little while to find a smaller one - the corpse of a teenage boy, | suppose - and another male corpse of my 
size. He also had blond hair like me. Then | carried both of them to a room of the cellar with the prison cells 
to have them ready - while you still have been unconscious or asleep after my men had brought you into the 


cell and had been gone." 


‘Oh, James .. James, baby, why did you do this?" Lars had tears in his eyes but he was so much relieved that 
James hadn't killed two people to make it look like him and James having got murdered by other guys. 


James gave a bitter smile. 


"| wanted us to be safe, Lars," he said. "Of course, | can't be sure if | did the right thing to succeed, but | did 
my very best .. | wanted to leave the cruel and unbearable situation in destroyed Nuremberg since a long time 
but didn't exactly know how to manage it. I've thought about lots of possibilities, and when my people and | got 
threatened by getting killed because we are SS - by bomb attacks or by snipers - | finally knew what to do." 


"To leave a male corpse after getting him into a state what would it make impossible to identify him as a 


stranger," Lars whispered. 
He now held James’ hand between his, stroking James’ long fingers. 
"Yes," James answered and nodded. "But after | had busted you - and have been fallen in love with you at first 


sight - | had to change my strategy because there was no way to flee without taking you with me ... | HAD to 


take you with me." 


There was a long silence. 
Lars breathed hard and fast. Tears ran down his face until he started to whimper. 

James bent down and kissed him without saying a word. Then he smoothed his cheek to Lars’ 
Lars threw his arms around James’ neck to hold him tightly. 


"Why didn't you tell me, James?" he whispered. "I'm so sorry. You must have suffered so much, and | didn't 


know about it." 
James gave a low sigh. He ran his fingers through Lars’ short hair then kissed him again. 


"You have been much too sick, baby," he answered and sat up, his hand still on Lars' cheek. His blue eyes were 


wet, Too. "I couldn't tell you .. | never planned to tell you - not yet. You've suffered enough, too." 
Lars nodded then wiped away his tears. 


"| can understand that," he said. "Yes, | can understand it. | would have done the same if necessary. But you're 


so much stronger than |, and | don't mean your physical strength .." 


"You are as strong as me," James gave back, laying his forefinger to Lars’ lips. "We are different in our 


strength but this doesn't count. You - as a Jew - have survived this terror regime until now, and that's 


unbelievable enough. And | have survived just because I've been a famous opera singer at first, and now doing 
a job | hate to do, just to get some cover for my sexual preference and me being a spy for the Allied Nations 
~ My life won't be worth a shit if anyone would get it that I'm a spy - a gay spy. | would be dead in the blink 
of an eye, believe me ... In best case | maybe would join you inside a concentration camp, wearing the rose-red 
patch of gay monsters, but as a Jew you'd have more chances to survive a concentration camp than | ... Hitler 
hates gay people .. | really don't know why because the fucker likes to look at statues of naked men, or at the 
little boys of his Hitler-kids, and he clearly has a fetish for blond guys and perverted hairdos. But a good Arian 
man has to love blond Arian women with long blond Arian braids, and both better should get done seven or 
eight children to please The Fuehrer. It isn't necessary to be bright enough to cross a street without causing 
a chaos .. Oh shit, I'm sorry, Lars. | didn't want to confront you with my bitterness because you are still too 


weak to have to listen to it. I'm so sorry .." 
Lars sat up as quick he could do without feeling dizzy, laying his hands onto James' shoulders. 


"No, James," he firmly said. "You have no cause to feel sorry .. | guess that none of us has to feel sorry. Not 
for thinking about the insane perversion of people who are living in their own paranoid world, wanting us to be 
a part of this world, or to die if we won't agree. Also not for talking about our feelings to the persons we love 
~. And | love you so much, James. | wanna hear everything about your thoughts because they are much too 


painful to stay inside your head." 


James stared at Lars. At first his eyes seemed to be unfocussed but then he breathed in deeply and his look 


got clear and calm. 


"Why didn't | meet you sooner," he whispered. "You've smashed the ice around my heart to small, useless 


pieces. | never would have thought that this would be possible." 


Lars stroked James' face then ran his fingertips along James' lips, and James closed his eyes. Then he 


welcomed Lars’ lips. 


Finally, Lars head laid on James' shoulder and James’ fingers softly stroked Lars' back. 


"There is something more to tell," James said and sighed. "I not only have brought those two corpses into the 
SS house and into position after I've got you outside for the ride with the motorbike - the guy with the blond 
hair onto the stairs to the prison cells, the boy's corpse inside your former prison cell. | also activated the 
bomb | had prepared to blow up the whole house and the whole property .. We had exactly forty-five minutes 
to get away from the house. You didn't realize the explosion but | got it, and that made me happy enough .. 
There were just ruins all around the house, and | hope that no innocent people got involvedor killed by the 
explosion .. And | hope so much that the house got burnt down to the ground, and that the corpses got burnt, 


too. Nobody ever should be able to identify them as strangers. My men should think that the remnants they 


may find are the skeletons or ashes of you and me." 
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Chapter 18 


Lars and James both calmed down after they had talked about what James had done in Nuremberg to protect 
both their lives as good as possible, and to make sure that none of his SS men would think about starting a 
search after them. Of course, James wasn't absolutely sure but guessed that none of the other guys would 
have been so stupid to try to hunt him and Lars down It would have cost them too much energy and time. 


They all had enough other problems to deal with. 


Well, James didn't trust Jason - Jaso, after his forged papers. But not even Jason did know anything about this 
small village and James' connections to the farmer and his family. That's what James hoped. James always had 
tried to be very careful by talking about his childhood - and his friends from primary school or neighbourhood 
- to other people. He also tried to protect his parents by not talking about them and to tell other people that 
his parents already had died and that he hadn't any more relatives. 


But he wasn't absolutely sure if Jason or the other men maybe had noticed his secret activities as a spy for 
the Allied Nations. He had hidden those activities as good as possible, too. If he would have got busted as a spy 
he wanted to keep his men away from his own undercover and illegal activity, so there won't be a risk for 


them to get killed, too. Maybe, his idea was a little naive but there wasn't another way. 


Anyway, Jason lived at high risk, too. He exactly knew that James had kept his original birth registration 
papers, but he didn't know where James had got hidden them. So, he had to be very, very carefully. He was 
Jewish, and he was gay. And he also had to protect his lover, Quirkin von Hammett. And James was the only 
man who knew about all these facts. He hoped that Jason would have been clever enough to get it. 


Lars slowly recovered after having survived the fever and after Anna had fed some weight and flesh onto his 
bones. Fortunately, there was enough food on the farm - much more than Lars ever had managed to organize 


in the destroyed city of Nuremberg where everybody desperately searched for eatable bread or eggs or 


some fat. He wouldn't have survived much longer if he would have stayed in the city on his own Nobody there 


had anything left to give it to strangers - not for jewellery or money, not even by seeing another person 


starve to death in front of his feet. 


The harvest of the year had got brought in, but the farmers had a hard time to keep enough for themselves 
because too many hungry people out of the destroyed cities didn't shy the long distances to the farm villages 
outside to beg and ask for some food. They brought their last belongings just to get some slices of bread in 


exchange. 


Anna never sent them away without some food. She didn't want to take the jewellery or the fine porcelain as 
payment - it wasn't of worth any longer - but she had to take it because these people didn't want to get 


something for free, not even food to keep themselves or their children from starving. 


James helped as much as he could. He milked the cows, fed the pigs and the chickens, helped to bring in the 
last potatoes of the farmland, and he chopped lots of wood for the winter. Everybody said that the winter 
would be a hard one, so they had to make sure there was enough chopped wood for the oven in the 


farmhouses’ kitchen and living room. 


Of course, he had to be very carefully. He was supposed to be a wounded soldier with a badly damaged right 
leg because of being shot down on the Eastern front, so he always had a crutch with him in reach to heavily 
limp around if some strangers would have come near the farmhouse. He also had changed his hairdo and hadn't 
shaved for a while. Because of his stage and movie career he was a very good actor, and he was sure that no 


one would think about him as James Hetfeld the famous opera singer. 


What the physical work belonged, James always had thought about being pretty enough muscular to easily do 
work like this. He guessed he could have managed to do hard work whenever he wanted to do so. But after 
having chopped wood for several days in a row he had to admit that he had been wrong. Pretty wrong! 


His muscles hurt like hell, and every evening he felt weak like a helpless baby. He completely was exhausted, 


barely able to sit upright. 


Johann just laughed and pitifully patted James’ shoulder whenever he saw James hanging his head or getting 
asleep at the table while the farmer's family and their ‘quests’ had their dinner. 


James was so tired that he mostly already was deeply asleep at the very same moment his head hit the 


cushion of his bed. 
Lars didn't mind. 


He mostly already laid inside James’ bed when James came into their bedchamber and had locked the door 


behind him. James just climbed into bed and cuddled up to Lars who had warmed up the bed. 


They didn't do much - none of them had the strength - but they always kissed and stroked each other, 
feeling the warmth of the other one's body. There was no hurry. They just wanted to be with another. James 
always laid behind Lars, holding him tightly. 


As it turned out Lars was extremely talented in doing needlework of every kind. He had known about this but 
never seriously had used his talent because there never had been the need to do so. He had played his 


trumpet, he was an artist, and needlework had to be the job of women. 


But noticing the large cuts and holes in every piece of clothing - especially the woollen socks - of the farmer's 
family, he immediately offered his help. Anna was very relieved and thankful because she hated to do 
needlework. She already had hated to do it while being in school but because it was supposed to be women's 
work she had to do it - not with the best results. Her husband and the both sons weren't too fond of her 
knitted socks but they had no choice. 


But Lars was talented and this fact didn't stay a secret, so he had a lot to do in the blink of an eye. 
He liked it. 


He was darning socks and shirts, and pants, and more socks and more pants. Then he started to knit socks and 
scarves and mittens whenever he got wool, and to sew new shirts out of rags, also skirts and dresses for the 
women of the village who came over with some old fabric because they quickly had got it that the ‘French 


war prisoner’ was an artist in doing needlework. 


Lars managed to create a good looking piece of clothing whenever he got some shabby old rags. He knitted 


sweaters in no time, and they all looked good. 


Like James, he had to keep up his role - in his case as a French war prisoner. James - who had forged his ID 


papers - had given him the first name ‘Jaques’ because Lars real name was Lars Jakob Ulrich, and Lars was 


fine with this. He liked the name. 


He excellently spoke the French language, and after his ID he was supposed to be born near Strasbourg, so he 
also was allowed to understand enough German to do a little German conversation. Of course, he was talented 
in learning ‘foreign languages’, too, so he quickly ‘learnt to talk in German Not without making sure about a 


recognizably French accent. 


James loved to hear him talk with his special French accent. It sounded so cute. He got it that Lars also was 


perfect in Italian and English. 


He just loved Lars so much. It was enough for him to sit in the background of the living room and to watch 
Lars charmingly talk to the people who wanted him to get them a new shirt or dress. 


Chapter [9 
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Chapter 19 


„They are looking for a solo trumpist - or hornist," James said, his voice very low. 

He laid behind Lars inside his own small bed of their bedchamber, his hand on Lars‘ abdomen, fingers splayed 
and softly stroking Lars’ belly. Lars loved to feel James’ fingers on him like this. He snuggled his back up to 
James' chest. 


"Mmmhhh? Who is looking for a hornist? Or a trumpist .. Whatever ... Oh, this feels good." 


Full of pleasure Lars stretched and yawned and stroked James’ fingers with his. He was sleepily. James kissed 


Lars’ ear. 


There was a single candle on the bedside table beside the bed, and the flame was pretty weak and flickering - 
and didn't smell too good - but the light was warm and bright enough for the both lovers to see each other. 


"The orchestra of the village's Lutheran church .. You know those guys who did the ‘Christmas Oratory’ from 
Bach with the churche's choir on Christmas Eve. The orchestra, | mean .. You sort of liked it" 


"Yeah? Did | like it? An orchestra? What are you talking about? | can't remember having heard ... 


‘Oh, come on, Lars!" James softly bit Lars’ ear, laughing. Then he kissed Lars cute little ear once more. "You 


know you liked to listen at it .. We both enjoyed the concert a lot" 


"Well, yes, it wasn't too bad, | have to admit .. Choir and orchestra did their very best. This has to be 


mentioned, you're completely right." 
Lars grinned and hoped that James' wasn't able to see it. 


"You are an arrogant little orchestra fucker, you orchestra fuckers are all the same." James laughed again and 


slapped Lars' ass. "The guys were pretty good, and you know that" 


"Yeah, but - you have to consider the circumstances ..| nearly froze to death inside the church, y'know. It 


was s0000 cold, and | couldn't cuddle up to you because of all those other people who stared at us ... So, | 
really don't exactly remember the music. What did they play again? Some Mozart stuff? It must have been 
Mozart. Don Giovanni, maybe? Did you sing?" 


Now, James had to bite Lars' shoulder to keep him from laughing out loud. Lars giggled. He loved the 


conversation. 

"Let me Tell you that you'd have noticed it if | had sung an aria, sweetheart, because then you would had been 
down at my feet, looking up at me with your pretty mouth open and your beautiful green eyes full of adore 
because of my angel-like voice," James whispered into Lars' ear. Then he gave said ear some soft licks with 
the tip of his tongue. "You never would have missed that, baby. 

‘Mmmmhhh, yes, you might be right .." 


"I AM right," James softly moaned. The fingers of his left hand massaged Lars' belly and wandered a little 


deeper. 
Lars gave a moan, too. 
"Ye .. yes, I'd like to agree .. Oooohhh, what you're doing now?" 


"Nothing." James kissed the crook of Lars’ neck, licking and nibbling. "I'm doing nothing ..l'm just thinking .. You 
know, just thinking ..." 


‘Mmmmhhh, | see .. Go on thinking, please .. | like you to think .. ooohhh, yes, exactly there ... Please, think a 
little harder..." 


‘Ill do my very best" James fingers closed around Lars' hard cock and started to stroke. 


Lars helplessly moaned and rhythmically moved his hips back and forth. His ass cheeks captured James' erect 


cock between them, stimulating it hard by every movement of his narrow hips. 


James gasped in arouse. He wanted to hold himself back but wasn't able to do so. He wanted Lars, he wanted 


him so much, and he NEEDED him. 
Now. 
Lars turned his head to give James more access to his lips. The kiss was heated and full of want. Their 


tongues struggled for dominance. James never had known that he wanted to get dominated. But he never had 


met a man like Lars before. 


He was so insecure, and he didn't want to hurt Lars. He wasn't sure about Lars’ virginity, and he didn't know 
how to ask Maybe, Lars would have been too shocked to even allow James to touch his body in a sexually 


motivated way. 


James hadn't much experience, too, so he was pretty shy and insecure. He just had his one beloved partner 


who had died on the front, and then there wasn't another guy. 


Jason had tried but had failed. James wasn't interested. Jason had been hurt. But James wasn't able to give 
Jason the things he had got begged for - over and over again. 


Not Jason, 

Not this man, 

It would have been easy for him to fulfil every single one of Jason's wishes. He could have talked to him 
charmingly without having any positive emotion for Jason. He could have fucked him without feeling anything 
for the guy. Jason was a pretty and always desperate guy, hungry for love and getting noticed and touched by 
James. He looked good, was a talented musician, he seemed to be flawless. He would have done everything for 
James. 

Everything. 


Because James was everything for Jason, and Jason didn't want another man, 


But Jason never was the guy James wanted to be his lover. He helped him with his ID papers and didn't talk 
about Jason's real identity. But there wasn't more. 


So, after James signalled had him clear enough that he didn't want him as a lover Jason tried to hide his hurt 
by looking around for partners a lot while doing his job as a club piano player because he wanted to make clear 
that his own sex-appeal was intense enough to get all the guys he wanted to get. 


He looked good and was charmingly enough to succeed. 


Quirkin von Hammett was a good looking guy, too, and he wasn't in urgent need of Jason's admiration, because 


he already was bored by the guys who swarmed all around him and wanted to please the arrogantly looking 
dark-eyed count with the beautiful curly dark hair. 


So, von Hammett didn't need another useless admirer - but as he heard Jason play the piano in such a 
virtuous style, and at the same time noticing Jason's good looks in a perfectly tailored evening suit, Quirkin 
couldn't hold himself back from a second - and a third - look at the talented piano player. Jason wasn't boring 
at all for von Hammett, and he also fell for the dark-haired count in the blink of an eye. 


James was relieved. 


He realized that Jason really had fallen in love with Quirkin von Hammett - and he was relieved. 


Now, he closed his fingers harder around Lars' cock to stimulate him. 


"Please, James, | wanna feel you inside me," Lars moaned, his head thrown back at James' shoulder, while he 


moved his hips. 


Before James had the chance to argue Lars reached inside the drawer of the bedside table and pulled out a 
tube of Vaseline. 


James didn't try to argue. He knew what to do. 


They both gasped out loud as James entered Lars. The feeling was so intense that they had to stop moving to 


prevent themselves from getting an orgasm right on the spot. 


Lars hand tightly closed around James’ fingers then James went on to massage and stimulate him while he 


moved behind and inside Lars, building up a steady rhythm. 


They tried to be quiet but it wasn't easy. Lars panted and hit his teeth into James’ right biceps to hold him 


back from crying out loud in lust. 
There was no way for anyone of them to last long. It was too intense. 


Their muffled cries and whimpers came simultaneously. James held Lars body tightly to him as he came deep 


inside of him, while Lars’ hot sperm hit his fingers. 


They hadn't done this before, but it had been perfect. 
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Chapter 20 


James had his head laid back to the nape of his neck and his eyes shut tightly. He slowly ran his fingers 
through his blond hair. His whole body vibrated because of pleasure. 


He listened to the music. 
And the music James listened to was simply beautiful. 


The soloist of the small chamber orchestra mastered his instrument with such virtuous finesse and lightness 
that everybody - even without having much knowledge about music - could FEEL and hear that he was a 
virtuous musician. There was no need to look at the soloist to see how his whole body had taken over the 


instrument and had made it to a part of it, getting a unit of perfection 
Horn Concerto, in E flat major KV 447, composed by Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart: 


James never had heard the Concerto got played in such a beautiful perfection - and this was just one of the 
rehearsals of the small orchestra. The orchestra hadn't played the main concert yet. They still were practicing 


but it already sounded perfect. 
Lars was the soloist who played the horn. 
He stood in front of the chamber orchestra and played with his eyes closed. 


James hadn't known that he not only was a solo trumpet player but also a solo horn player of extraordinaire 
qualities and capacity. He also could have played the oboe but not without practicing a little more for playing 


the instrument as a soloist. 


After James had asked him to play with the village's orchestra Lars had refused to play the trumpet because 
he had thought it would much too risky. He also badly missed his own trumpet and couldn't think of playing 
with another trumpet. The instrument still stayed with his friend and colleague of the Nuremberg Symphony 
orchestra, and Lars hoped that sometimes he'd get back his beloved instrument because it meant that his 


friend would have survived the murderous war, too. 


The night Lars had left back his trumpet had been the very exact night when James and his SS men had 
busted Lars. 


And it also had been the beginning of an unbelievable love story between a Jew and an SS man. 


James quickly had noticed that music was an extremely important part of Lars’ life. Lars needed music to feel 


whole. 
So, James easily agreed to ask Lars for helping out as a soloist for the chamber orchestra. 


Finally Lars accepted in getting auditioned by the small and very good chamber orchestra, the also small village 


they now lived in was so proud of, as a horn player. 


The members of the orchestra had been decimated badly by the war. The solo baroque trumpet player and 
the man who usually had played the solo horn had got killed on the front, also several of the violin players. So, 
most of the violin players now were women, and Lars couldn't hold himself back from muttering under his 
breath about the ‘uselessness' of women as orchestra members, and that it would have been common 
knowledge that women always would be mentally too instable to be of worth for an orchestra. Of course, he 
didn't believe the shit himself but had to mention it because he had to stay in his role as a macho male 


orchestra player. 


James had laughed a lot. He liked it when Lars did his best to give the manliest man on Earth. 


He also loved to get dominated by Lars in bed. 


He never would have thought about the idea of bottoming and getting fucked by another - much smaller - 
guy while laying on his back, thighs spread, head thrown to the nape of his neck, his eyelids fluttering 
ecstatically and his breath coming in short, frequent and needy gasps while Lars fucked him in a slow but 


merciless rhythm. 


None of them would have thought about this - but when they found out James was more than willing to let 
him got pleasured by Lars. 


He never had done this before because he never had thought that he would got aroused and satisfied in such 
an intense way. 


On the other hand they both exactly knew when to change position because Lars needed to be taken. 


And Lars very often wanted to bottom and to get entered by James. He loved to ride James, seeing the blond 
tall guy beneath him, helplessly because of lust. 


He also hadn't much sexual experience because he always had tried hard to keep up his role as a straight 
Jewish fiancé of an innocent Jewish girl. 


But the girl has gone for years now, probably having got married by Lars’ brother after successfully having 
managed immigrating to the USA - what Lars intensely was in hope for - so Lars had got free to live the life 
he always wanted to live. 


He felt so good by doing so. 


Now, Lars personally had known the excellent former trumpet and horn player of the village's chamber 
orchestra He had studied music at the high school with him, and he had thought for sure that the guy would 


be right on the way to a successful world career - but, no. The Nazi stopped this career. 


Lars‘ colleague at first had thought the same, that he would be able to succeed as a solo player in every 
orchestra he wanted to do so, but then his older brother had did the massive fault to get an SS man - and 
quickly got high ranked and beloved by The Fuehrer - so he had to leave the farm of his parents to join Hitler 
at The Fuehrer's Headquarter in Berlin right at the beginning of the war. 


But the poor guy hadn't thought about the consequences of being a favourite of Hitler. Within the blink of an 
eye he was supposed - against his will, but he had no choice - to take over SS control as a commander in 
Paris after the Nazi had taken the French capital. The French underground - the Résistance - and her activity 
quickly had got killed him because he clearly was too weak to do the job he never had wanted to do. 


So, his younger brother - Lars’ colleague - was the next oldest heir of his parent's farm. The old farmer and 
his wife didn't have the strength to do all the work. There was a much younger sister, too, but she was 


fifteen and didn't know what to do .. And because Lars’ colleague just had got married and had got a son with 


his wife, he didn't complain as he was asked to take over the farm. 


To be a farmer with the possibility to bring in a regular yearly harvest clearly was supposed to be a much 
better chance to survive the war than being a solo trumpet player without a guaranteed income to be able to 
feed a family. And the village's orchestra needed a horn player, so he played the horn - and the trumpet, if 


necessary. 


But now Lars’ colleague was dead, too, and his widow - pregnant with the second child - and his younger sister 
did most of the farm work - but luckily there wasn't anybody who knew about the connection between him 


and his formerly colleague Lars. 


And by auditioning Lars, the small chamber orchestra hadn't needed more than thirty seconds to know that 
Lars was the perfect guy to take over the part. They handed the horn over to Lars, and Lars really felt 


honoured. 


And so, James now sat in the dark inside one of the back rows of the Lutheran church of the village to listen 
to Lars play - and Lars played in such an intense way that tears managed to escape from under James’ closed 


lids. They left hot traces of wetness on James’ cold cheeks. 


Outside the church the snow of an icily cold February had covered up everything - the silent graveyard, the 
walls around the graveyard of the church, the darkened village, the damaged streets and pathways, the roofs 
of the houses, the forests, trees and farmland. 


Everything thickly had got covered up by innocent white snow after it had started to snow. 


All the windows of the village's houses were blindfolded after darkness - what meant late afternoon in January 
and February - because everybody was in fear of the low flying fighter aircrafts of the Allied Nations. During 
January the aircrafts briefly had stopped to drop their bombs because the freezing cold had been too risky 
for the airplanes, and many of the bombs had dropped without getting exploded. 


But no one now wanted to get attacked just because there was the flickering light of a single candle near his 


house which would have been a traitor of existing life nearby. 


James needed the practicing hours of the chamber orchestra or the church's choir as well as Lars. 

The old choirmaster - who also conducted the orchestra - had been James' first singing teacher. 

As James had got a member of the church's children's choir - to make some money by singing at burials and 
weddings - the choirmaster immediately had noticed the singing talent of the boy. He had offered to teach the 


boy in singing as a soloist, and because James liked singing, he accepted. 


He and the old choirmaster held contact for many years but during the last years James hadn't enough time 
to visit his old teacher. 


None of them had given the slightest sign of knowing each other after James had reached the village with 


Lars - ‘Jacques’ - the French war prisoner. 


The old choirmaster hated Hitler and the Nazi. One of his sisters had died inside a mental hospital because she 
had suffered from dementia and hadn't been of worth any longer. 


So, he quickly agreed with James that the terror regime of the Nazi had to get ended as soon as possible. 


This was the cause why James’ stolen ENIGMA code machine and the manipulated radio to listen to the 
information of the Allied Nations had got hidden inside the large organ of the church. 
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Chapter 2! 


James and Lars slowly walked back to the farm where they are living since month now, after Lars and the 
chamber orchestra had finished another rehearsal with Lars playing the solo horn parts of the both beautiful 


horn concertos of Mozart the orchestra prepared for three concerts in March. 


James had listened to the chamber orchestra for a while - as always - then he had to do his duty as a spy 
for the Allied Nations. With the headphones of his tuned up radio over his ears he just dimly heard the music 


of the orchestra while he clearly got the radio messages he wanted to get. 


It was an extremely risky job, and James knew about this. If he would get caught he would got shot on the 
spot. And it wasn't just him. There were several more people involved than before he had fled from 


Nuremberg. 


But there was no way for him to stop his activity. He HAD to do it. And his newfound helpers agreed. 


James had brought his stolen ENIGMA M4 code-machine to the village. He had hidden the battery-electrified 
code machine on the property of his parents. It wasn't easy to get to the village where his parents lived 
because it continuously snowed as he decided to risk it, and the way to the village was a long one. James never 
had done it without using his motorbike, or a luxurious car, before. He was an opera star, and an opera star 


had the duty to own a luxury car if he wanted to stay a star. 


But the Nazi had decided to need every car, every horse and every single bike - just everything - to win the 


war. So James got rid of his car. That didn't bother James much because there wasn't any longer the fuel for 


getting the car started. 


Just his second job as an SS Rottenfuehrer had got him access to the SS motorbike he had used to get Lars 
and himself out of Nuremberg. 


Now, making his way to the village where his parents lived, James at first felt very cold because the coat he 
had borrowed from Johann was pretty shabby and thin. But after a while sweat ran down his face and his 
chest because he dragged an old wooden handcart with him. The wheels of the handcart didn't work properly 


any more. 


The handcart was loaded up with some straw and potatoes, what had got covered up by an old blanket. 


His parents who had thought that he had been killed by the explosions of the SS house couldn't stop to hug 
and kiss him while crying because of relief and happiness. He felt so ashamed that he hadn't thought about 


visiting them earlier. 


There hadn't been a way to let them know about his survival by a letter. The neighbours used to be 
extremely curious, and James didn't know how much the post office's employees had got infiltrated by the 


other Nazi organisations. 


He would have loved to stay but James had to leave his parents after a short while because he didn't want to 
risk that a curious neighbour might had a look at him. It already had been dark as he had reached his parents 


house, and in addition he had covered up his face with a scarf as good as possible and he wore a woollen cap. 


With the help of his parents he got the ENIGMA onto his handcart, also the tuned up radio what made it 
possible to listen to the British radio stations, especially the one special station what gave war information to 
the Germans which didn't mind of being shot by the SS or the Gestapo because of listening to a radio station 
of the enemy. 


James also had manipulated the radio's wave detection to listen to the secret - and mostly short - ENIGMA 
encoded information. And that was his intention. He wanted to know. And he wanted to deliver the information 


to his contacts from the Allied Nations. 


Every radio message was limited on 250 letters. James was pretty experienced in decoding those short 
messages, but he just was able to do this because he had got delivered the daily code list of the 
‘Wehrmachtskommmando' of the year 1945 by another SS spy. 


It had been extremely risky to contact the other spies after he and Lars had escaped from Nuremberg, but 


James intensely wanted the war to come to an end, nothing else. 


On his way back to the village where he lived in now with Lars he had covered up the ENIGMA code machine 
and the radio on his handcart - both wrapped in stinking rags - with several other rags and lots of useless 
looking, wet branches of wood from the trees on his parent's property. 


After having done this he made his way back to the village. It was hard work to do so, and he sweated a lot. 
The ongoing snowfall had added nearly a foot more snow to the roads and smaller pathways, and of course to 
everything else of the landscape all around. James had to drag his legs through the snow, and also the now 


heavy handcart. He was exhausted after a short while and had to breathe hard. 


In addition it was completely black all around because the sky was dark, covered up by thick clouds full of 


snow. No stars, no moon 


James just had a small and not very bright flashlight. But the weak light was enough to make sure that he 
didn't get lost. He switched on the flashlight just for seconds to have a look at the now very narrow road 
ahead of him, or to have a look at his compass. Being an experienced hunter he had a much better sense of 


orientation as a ‘normal person. 


But, nevertheless, he needed more than three hours to get back to the village, and he was completely 
exhausted and struggled with the snow and the feeling that he have died every moment now. He nearly cried 


as he had reached the building he had wanted to reach. 


The Lutheran church of the village. 


He intentionally had brought the handcart to the village's church which laid outside the village in a short 
distance. As he knocked at the church's locked main portal, the pastor of the church immediately opened up 
without saying a word until James had pulled in the handcart and the pastor had locked up the portal again He 


had waited for James since hours, along with the old choirmaster. 


After getting James rid of his wet coat, scarf and cap and warming up the exhausted man by hot tea and 
several blankets around his shivering body, they hurried up to help James to hide the ENIGMA and the radio 


inside the wind chambers beneath the organ's pipes. 


After this James stayed inside a small quest room of the pastor's house for the rest of the night, falling 
asleep just some seconds after he had entered the bed. 


James had known that his old choirmaster hated the Hitler regime. And he learned quickly that the pastor 
hated the Nazi as much as the choirmaster because they had got a lot of Lutheran priests into the 


concentration camps and had killed them. 


And as it turned out, the verger and bell ringer of the church - a short woman of 58 years - hated the Nazi 
even more. She was a fanatic in performing the British art of ringing the bells after complicated schemes of 
changing the bells in certain traditional rhythms, developed over the many hundred years since the middle 


ages. 


So, she had urged the Lutheran church and the pastor to give her five bells minimum to make sure that she 
could keep on with the standard of the extremely experienced bell ringers in England whenever there had been 
a bell ringing challenge. She had wanted to get ten bells but the village and the Lutheran church didn't have the 
money to afford such an extravagancy, and they weren't too much interested in all the prizes Ms. Kraemer 
had won, and that she was feared by the best bell ringers all over England. 


The Nazi didn't allow her any longer to take part at the changing bell ringing challenges in England, and this had 
been the moment when she decided to hate the fuckers and to do everything to get them out of her way. 


So she urgently wanted to help James because he no longer had the possibility to do radio messages to deliver 


his decoded information to the Allies - after he had encoded them once more by the daily codes of the Allies. 


Ms. Kraemer decided to deliver his messages by ringing her bells, weaving the Morse signals of the short 
messages into the traditional rhythms of the fast changing ringing of the church's bell. The loud bells alarmed 
the poor guy on duty who had to hang around inside a forest nearby while freezing to death. Ms. Kraemer had 
given the guys, who usually had worked as radio message specialists before the war and before they had got 
fired because of being ‘incompetent - while just being spies - hard and merciless lessons in getting the Morse 


signals inside her bell ringing to make sure that no information got lost. 


Everybody in the village knew that Ms. Kraemer was ‘a little’ crazy, so nobody wondered about getting woken 
in the middle of the night because she wanted to ring her bells to practice. Everybody was used to it. James 
wasn't used to it and watched the small woman by ringing the bells, hanging on the ropes and quickly changing 
position, with his mouth open. 

Not for long, of course. She ultimately told him that she hated to have useless people hanging around just to 


stare at her whenever she was performing her highly qualified art. James immediately agreed because he 


always nearly had got deaf because of the unbelievable loud and vibrating sound of the large bells. 


As he now walked back to the farm in the darkness, holding Lars' hand, he laughed out loud because of the 
sudden sound of Ms. Kraemers bells what had made him and Lars jump. 


Lars laughed, too. 

"| like the old dragon," he said. 

"She's wonderful,” James agreed. "But | have a certain feeling that the pastor always urgently wants to hide 
behind the altar or under a bench whenever he notices Ms. Kraemer approaching him to teach him a lesson. 
The poor guy." 

Lars giggled. 


"He'll survive." 


"I hope so," James quietly said. 


The next moment he forcefully gripped Lars' wrist and dragged Lars with him into the much deeper snow 


beside the road. There he brought him down and quickly covered them both up with snow. 
"James .." Lars started to protest, his mouth full of snow. 
"Shut up!" James hissed. "Don't you hear them?" 


Lars' heart raced as he tried to get it. But then he heard the typical roaring sound of several low flying 
fighter aircrafts of the Allies. They quickly came near. 


"Oh no," Lars whispered. 


